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" People do not understand me, 
Their ideas are not like mine ; 
All advances seem to land me 
Still outside their guarded shrine. 

** Perhaps the heart you meet so coldly 

Bums with deepest lava-glow ; 

Wisely pierce the crust, and boldly, 

And a fervid stream shall flow. 

" Few have not some hidden trial, 
And could sympathise with thine ; 
Do not take it as denial, 
That you see no outward sign. 

" 'Twill not be a fruitless labour — 
Overcome this ill with good ; 
Try to understand your neighbour^ 
And you will be understood^ 

—Frances Ridley Havergal. 
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DOGGED JACK. 



CHAPTER I. 

A LITTLE SISTER. 

** Where have you been, my blue-eyed elf? 

Ransacking all nature's pelf, 

To dress all that little self, 
Those locks so fine? 

You stole them from the silkworm's shelf- 
All his gold mine. 

" For lips you've robbed the vermeil's dyes 
Those eyes you stole from summer skies 
That laughing sprite that 'neath them lies, 

Beyond bright even. 
That innocence of your blue eyes 

You brought from heaven. 

" Then let them laugh, my lady blue, 
At the hours I spend with you ; 
Oh I happy, happy, were it true, 

That all my days 
Had been no worse than all with you. 
And your sweet ways I " 

— /. mmatns, 

I HE dusk of a late autumn 

folding itself round the little village of 
Crosslin. The blue smoke of its wood fires 
rose in spiral columns from the cottages where the 
village folk were enjoying their cosy evening meal. 
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2 DOGGED JACK. 

The air had grown so chilly, that even the curs had 
retired to make themselves comfortable by the fire- 
side, giving a parting yelp to imaginary foes as they 
did so. 

The dim flicker of firelight made fantastic shapes 
on the gravel in front of the house, shining out 
from the window of one of the principal sitting 
rooms. 

Within this room paced a middle-aged man of 
stern countenance. He has been walking up and 
down for the last hour; but as the time goes by, 
his face grows more gloomy, and the frown deepens 
on the knitted brow. 

Notwithstanding the severity of his present aspect, 
he is a decidedly handsome man ; he looks like 
one who has known grief, and has struggled hard 
in the battle of life, and the grief and struggle 
have left marks of hardness which time has failed 
to wear away, but despite its expression of gloom, 
there is an attraction about the countenance. 

At last the sound he has been listening for is 
heard; footsteps crunch the gravel, the handle of 
the glass porch door creaks, and in another moment 
a wearied-looking schoolboy — his parcel of books 
slung in a strap across his shoulder — enters the 
room. 

As the boy is heard approaching, a latent anxiety 
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A LITTLE SISTER. 3 

leaves the father's face, but the frown deepens, and 
he salutes him in a hard voice — 

"What is the meaning of this, sir? late as you 
have often been kept in, you have never been so 
late as to-day." 

" Mr. Duncan gave me a long imposition, father ; 
it took me till past six to finish," replied the boy, 
lifting a pair of candid eyes, in which lay a lurking 
fear, to his father's face. 

"What was the imposition for — misconduct or a 
neglected lesson ? " 

"For not knowing my lessons. I did not learn 
any for to-day, because I thought, father," said 
the boy with a rising flush, the tears springing to 

his eyes, "that you — that you" but here, at 

the gathering wrath of his father's face, his voice 
failed. 

"Do you mean to tell me that you had the 
presumption to go to school without having pre- 
pared one of your lessons?" sternly asked Mr. 
Gilbert. 

No response ; but the boy's eyes are lowered, and 
a dogged' look creeps about the mouth. 

" Speak, sir, did you learn none of them ? " 

"None, father;" but, through all its fear, the son's 
face grows nearly as hard as the parent's. 

" John, this is a case of wilful and deliberate 
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4 DOGGED JACK. 

disobedience; lazy and idle as you always are, you 
have never yet presumed so far. Go to your room — 
don't let me see you again to-night. Do you hear, 
sir, — leave my presence instantly," and as the boy 
hesitated, and seemed about to attempt some ex- 
planation, Mr. Gilbert repeated again, with even 
increased severity — 

"Leave me instantly, sir; I forbid you to speak 
to me this evening ; " and with a flush of anger and 
indignation in his face, the culprit beat a hasty 
retreat. 

He crept up to his own room, and threw himself 
on a seat by the window, cold, hungry, miser- 
able. 

"He does not, he cannot care for me," thought the 
boy, his heart thumping with anger and mortified 
affection ; ** but I thought — oh 1 I thought he would 
have remembered my birthday — my birthday that 
mother always gave me a holiday on ; I never thought 
he would send me to school to-day, but I am glad — 
I am glad now I did not explain how it was. I was 
determined this morning I would not remind him 
what day it was ; if he had loved me, he would have 
remembered it himself, and oh, I never thought he 
would quite forget — quite forget. He cannot, cannot 
love me, and he ordered me out of the room just as 
I was about to explain how it was. He forbade me to 
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A UTTLE SISTER. 5 

speak to him ! " And now Jack's rage for the moment 
conquers his grief, and his heart burns with unjust 
anger towards his father. 

Poor Jack ! affectionate, proud, foolish Jack ! 

Long he sat in the cold, his throbbing heart full 
of grief and bitterness. He had chosen this room 
for his, because from it he could see the little grave- 
yard, with the white cross marking his mother's 
resting place. 

There it was to-night, shining bright and clear ! 

Bitterly he thought of her — of her ever -tender 
sympathy and welcoming love — how he longed for 
them just now ! 

Lower and lower his head sank, till it rested in 
his hands, as the hot tears trickled slowly through 
his fingers. His head was bent, as I said, and his 
breast was so full of gloomy thoughts, that he did 
not hear the door softly opened, nor see a little 
white-robed figure, with its wealth of golden curls, 
steal across the room to him, looking like a little 
messenger spirit just stept from the silver ladder of 
moonlight, which streamed through the window 
where Jack sat crouched despondently. 

Two small arms were thrown around his neck, and 
warm kisses rained on the hands that covered his 
face. 

" O Jack ! Jack ! I thought you'd «^^r come home, 
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6 DOGGED JACK. 

and daddy wouldn't let me stay up. He never 
guessed why I wanted to. I didn't tell him, because 
you told me not, though I longed to — so bad. But, 
Jack, what's the matter.? my own big Jack, why, I 
do believe you're crying; I never knew big boys 
cried," and the hands were pulled down. 

" Polly dear," said Jack, in rather a shaking voice, 
" what business have you to be roaming about in 
your night-dress at this hour .? you'll get your death 
of cold." 

"But, Jack, why are you home so late to-day .?" 

" Oh, never mind, Polly, but look here, youngster, 
did father say anything about — about" — stammered 
the boy in an unsteady voice. 

"Nothing; daddy scarcely ever talks of you at 
all," said the little maiden with a sigh ; " sometimes I 
try to make him, but I can't." 

Jack winced, and there was a deep pause. 

" Well, come, Polly, you'll get cold here," said the 
boy, rousing himself. 

" Carry me back to the nursery. Jack ; I've a secret 
to whisper you," said the child, her eyes gleaming 
with fun and pleasure. 

Jack did as requested, clasped the tiny mite in his 
strong young arms, and brought her to her nursery 
where a great fire was burning. 

Seating himself in a big arm-chair, "Now for 
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A LITTLE SISTER. 7 

your secret, young woman," cried the boy, feigning a 
jocularity he was very far from feeling. 

"Yes, yes. Jack," jumping off his knee and pulling 
open sundry drawers in a tremendous fuss, " oh dear, 
wherever did I put it — there ! / have it," diving at a 
tiny parcel done up in silver paper. 

"Now, Jack," and the small white figure stood 
demurely before him, her hands clasped behind her, 
" do you know " (with the gravity of a judge) " what 
day this is ? " 

" Monday." 

" Oh yes, of course (impatiently), but besides ? " — 

No reply. 

^^ Besides^ Jack, it's your birthday — ^yes, Jack, it is ! 
You're twelve years old to-day, almost a man ; — and 
IVe made a most beautiful present — ^look," and the 
little fat hands, trembling with excitement, pulled out 
of the parcel what was intended to be a pocket pin- 
cushion. Its shape was a little peculiar, but it was 
supposed to represent a heart, and was cobbled to- 
gether in big, awkward, childish stitches. 

" Besides being pretty," went on the child, " it will 
be most useful, because you see you can stick pins in 
it all round. See, my Jacko ! I have put white and 
black pins in it already. White in case your collar 
comes off, and black in case your, — your," — looking 
doubtfully at his nether garments, — " in case you have 
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8 DOGGED JACK. 

an accident; you w/^A/ you know, at cricket or jump- 
mg. 

Jack, his troubles drowned in amusement, and 
laughing uproariously, snatched the little figure to 
him, and covered her blushing face with kisses. 

** But, Jack, you often use pins, don't you ? " she 
asked anxiously, struggling to free herself and look 
at him when his mirth had somewhat abated. 

"Oh dear, yes,— constantly ! " said Jack, "and Til 
always keep it in my pocket, and think of my own dear 
little sister Polly ; and now I'm going to warm you, 
and put you to bed. Why your poor little toes are 
stone cold," he continued, tenderly taking the fat little 
pink feet, and rubbing them between his hands. 

There they sat, those two, the firelight lighting 
them up every now and then with a sudden gleam ; 
the boy's arms holding the small white figure close to 
him, and one crimsoned cheek pressed caressingly to 
his brown face. The big blue eyes slowly closed in 
sleep, while his dark thoughtful ones were bent in 
amusement on her, as he watched her endeavours to 
keep awake. Soon he carried her over to her crib in 
the corner of the room, then tucked her up warm and 
close. 

**Jacko," cried a sleepy voice as he was leaving 
the room. 

He came back, and stooped over the little bed. 
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A LITTLE SISTER. 9 

'* I didn't say my hymn to nurse to-night ; I was 
keeping it to say to you for a treat, as it was your 
birthday." 

" Thank you, old lady," said Jack gratefully, " well, 
say it to me, you dear little brick." 

** * Now I lay me down to sleep, 
I give my soul to Christ to keep ; 
Wake I at mom, or '^— 

What's the next. Jack .? " 

** ' Or wake I never,* he prompted, a thrill going 
through him as he said the words. 

" * Or wake I never,' " repeated the little one, 

" * I give my soul to Christ for ever.' 

Jack, do you know " (in a whisper earnestly) — '^ don't 
tell nurse, because it might make her uneasy, but I 
never go to sleep!' 

** Never go to sleep ! " said Jack, puzzled. 

"No, never. I just shut my eyes for one minute, 
then open them, and it's morning I " 

Jack gave a prolonged " Oh, I see," and tried not 
to laugh. 

" Don't let it make you anxious about me, though," 
she pleaded, with rather a grand air, " you see I'm 
accustomed to this sort of thing. Jack, so pray don't 
be a bit uneasy about me." 

"Very well, Polly Hopkins, I'll try not; anyhow, 
we won't send for the doctor to-night ! Shut your 
eyes now, my pet." 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



( lo ) 



CHAPTER II. 

REBELLION. 

*' Natural rebellion, done i' the blaze of youth, 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason's force, 
O'er bears it and bums on." 

— Shakespeare. 

^^ILLSIDE was the name of Jack's home. It 
Wm\ was a kind of house that no inmate could 
^^^ help becoming attached to^even the ser- 
vants loved it dearly. As for Jack and Polly, they 
thought there could be no such delightful place 
in the whole world. The house was an old one, with 
long rambling passages full of queer nooks and 
corners. Nearly every room was on a different level, 
and some of them were lower than the passage which 
led to them, so that the first thing you had to do 
on opening the door, was to descend two or three 
steps. When visitors came to stay, they were always 
duly cautioned ; nevertheless, at some time or other 
during their visit, they were sure to forget their 
warning, and on entering their room in a hurry 
would take an unintentional header into it. The 
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result would be a heavy fall and a scream through 
the house. Jack and Polly would then run up to 
them; and having first ascertained that no bones 
were broken, they would straightway go into fits of 
laughter at the tumbled and undignified appearance 
of their friend. It was a capital house, too, to play 
hide-and-seek in during tfhe gloaming; and many 
were the games the children had in the long summer 
evenings. Sometimes they played " ghost," a game 
which consisted in Jack rolling himself up in a table- 
cloth and running after Polly through the passages, 
making unearthly groans such as a ghost is supposed 
to make. At last Jack would catch her, when Polly 
would by that time have wound herself up to a real 
fright with excitement. 

Out of doors, too, the gardens and grounds were 
specially good for games, and in the holidays they 
had much fun romping about all day long. On these 
occasions Polly and Jack often had the village 
doctor's two children to play with them, Adolphus 
and Florinda Brown. They were almost the only 
companions they had at Hillside, except when a 
little cousin came to stay on a visit to them; 
but as he lived very far away, this pleasure did 
not often occur. 

Jack, however, although he was now a big boy, 
never tired of playing with his little sister; and 
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12 DOGGED JACK. 

devised countless ways of amusement for her ; and 
as for Polly — she thought there was no such delight- 
ful companion as Jack, and she loved and admired 
him with the whole of her honest little heart. 

Sometimes Jack took her for a long ramble 
through the woods, and if Polly grew tired, which 
she often did, for she was not very strong, Jack 
would carry her home pick-a-back. 

One of their greatest pleasures was birds-nesting, 
not that they ever robbed them, they were too kind- 
hearted for that; but were content with just finding 
the nests, and then they would visit them daily, and 
watch the pretty eggs, until some fine morning they 
would find them turned into, oh, such funny, little, 
skinny creatures — not a bit like birds; and what 
an intense pleasure it was watching them daily 
grow less and less ugly, until at last they were 
full-fledged beautiful birds. 

Nor had the children very far to go for nests — the 
roses and creepers were full of them. Of course, 
they were only sparrows' nests. I don't know 
whether the sparrows at Hillside were different from 
other sparrows of well-regulated minds, but these 
were never content with a single brood of nestlings. 
As soon as they turned off one family just able to 
fly well enough to save themselves from Mrs. Pussy- 
cat, they would straightway fill their nests with 
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REBELLION. 13 

more smudgy dirty-Iooking eggs, of which, notwith- 
standing their appearance, they were as proud as if 
they had been of the exquisite blue of their cousin, 
the hedge sparrow's, who, by the by, has not half 
their conceit. 

Out of these gray disreputable eggs would crack 
forth, in due time, another tribe of baby sparrows ; 
and so the fun would go on and on all through the 
sweet summer time, till by the autumn the creepers 
would seem perfectly alive with these impudent little 
fellows. 

Jack and Polly were very fond of "their sparrows," 
as they called them. They always felt that it put 
them in good spirits for the day, to hear the merry 
chattering going on the very first moment they 
opened their eyes in the morning. 

The morning after Jack's birthday, however, even 
such merry sounds were unable to put him in good 
spirits. 

As soon as he recovered consciousness, even before 
he was thoroughly awake, he felt a weight and sore- 
ness at his heart. At first he could not remember 
what had vexed him, but gradually the memory 
of his disappointment and trouble came back to 
him. As he lay there in bed with the sun shining 
into his room, and the red autumn roses tapping 
gently at his window, he could think of nothing 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



14 DOGGED JACK. 

but his wrongs, as he considered them, and every 
now and then he gave a kick of impatience and 
indignation under the bed-clothes. He was a very 
foolish fellow, was Jack, and did not see how 
unjust he was to his father. I suppose he was 
so busy thinking of his father's injustice to him, 
that there was no room for any other thought in 
his mind. 

There was no doubt that Mr. Gilbert was too hard 
on him, but after all it was in a great measure Jack's 
own fault. 

Since his mother s death he hkd grown more and 
more idle, careless, and mischief-loving, until at last 
his father had lost all patience with him, and was 
now inclined tp believe the very worst of whatever 
he did. In some cases, as in the present, he blamed 
Jack unjustly ; but it was, as we have seen, in a great 
degree the boy's own foolish pride which caused the 
injustice. Another cause which produced much of 
the discord in these two lives, was an unfortunate 
and most erroneous belief that both of them enter- 
tained, namely, they felt sure in their own minds that 
neither of them cared for the other. Mr. Gilbert felt 
thoroughly assured that Jack had no affection for 
him, or else, he argued with himself, he could not run 
counter to all his well-known wishes with regard to 
diligence and steadiness. And Mr. Gilbert felt this 
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all the more deeply in that he was proud of his son. 
He was a bright, clever boy, and his father had 
built many a brilliant castle in the air with regard 
to his future life, in the old days when Jack had 
been more docile and industrious. 

But this docility and industry, he had not noticed, 
had been implanted and nurtured by Jack's mother ; 
for neither of these virtues were inherent in his 
nature. 

There was one way in which Jack could be led, 
and made to do all that was most repugnant to him, 
and one way alone, and that was through the medium 
of love. But since that tender and loving influence 
which his mother had ever exerted over him during 
her lifetime had ceased, the boy's. natural faults had 
grown unchecked. 

His father had indeed tried to check them from 
the outset, but with a harshness and severity, which 
had but tended to increase the evil he wished to 
cure. 

As for Jack, he firmly believed that his father had 
quite ceased to love him, and only cared for his little 
sister Polly. Not that Jack was one bit jealous of 
her, but his affectionate heart often yearned for some 
of the caresses and endearments which were so fre- 
quently lavished upon the child. Often and often 
he had determined to open his heart to his father, 
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1 6 DOGGED JACK. 

and tell him how deeply he loved him, and how full 
he was of good resolutions for the future, but just at 
such times, unluckily, his father, knowing of course 
nothing that was going on in his boy's heart, would 
say something harsh to him, and all his good inten- 
tions would straightway freeze up ; and instead of the 
yearning, childish love, a fierce pride and sense of 
injustice would burn in his heart, making him hide 
all softer feelings in his own breast, lest they should 
even be guessed at. 

Many a time, too, had his father longed to take the 
offender to his breast, for in truth he loved him fully 
as much as his little daughter, and Jack's coldness 
had often cut him to the heart — but at such times a 
defiant, obstinate look would cross the boy's face, 
which again roused up all his father's anger against 
him. 

The only subject on which these two agreed was 
in their mutual love for Polly. She was a funny, 
little, old-fashioned creature, full of quaint, droll 
ways of acting and thinking, and ruled them both as 
a queen might her subjects. 

Polly could scarcely tell which she loved most 
herself. In her acute childish way she saw the 
estrangement growing up gradually between these 
loved ones, and in her own quaint fashion, she tried 
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to make them at one again. Their disunion was the 
only drawback to her own lighthearted happiness. 

It was the thought of Polly's love that lessened 
somewhat the gloom of Jack's face, as he slowly 
dressed himself on the morning after his father's 
displeasure. 

When he came down to the breakfast room, how- 
ever, the sight of his father's face— cold and severe — 
roused up all his pride and obstinacy, which visibly 
increased as he perceived that Mr. Gilbert did not 
intend to speak to, or take any notice of him, 

" Morning, Jacko," was all his salutation, as Polly 
raised a sticky little mouth to him, on which were 
designed crescent-moons of raspberry jam. 

After breakfast Jack adjourned to the kitchen, and 
called, ** Is my luncheon ready, nurse ? " in rather a 
gloomy tone. 

The nurse alluded to was a good-natured looking 
woman who took charge of Polly, and who also per- 
formed the office of housekeeper at Hillside. 

"It's just ready, Master Jack," replied she, and 
then catching sight of his dismal face, she asked him 
what was the matter, 

" Nothing that can be cured," was the reply, very 
dolefully given. 

"Just wait a minute/' said nurse, laying a hand 
on the boy's shoulder as he was about to depart,. 
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" rU put you up a bit of cold plum-pudding, you'll 
like that, Master Jack." 

•' I don't care for anything," Jack answered, waiting, 
however, as requested, and his gloomy face clearing 
a little at the sight of his favourite delicacy. 

After breakfast Mr. Gilbert sent Polly upstairs, 
contrary to his usual habit, and then sat down to 
write some letters. 

These were all directed to divers public schools, 
and when at last they were sealed, the father pushed 
them from him with a sigh, and muttered half aloud — 

" I shall miss him, I shall miss him, — my boy that 
was to have been such a comfort to me ; but he grows 
worse every day; there's nothing for him but the 
severity of school life." 

When his occupation was over, he rang the bell 
and desired a servant to send for Miss Polly. 

Downstairs bounded that young lady, and in an- 
other moment she was perched on her father's knee, 
and stroking his cheek. 

" What did you want to get rid of me for, daddy } 
what have you been doing ? " 

"Writing letters. Miss Inquisitiveness," answered 
Mr. Gilbert, pinching her chin as he spoke. 

" Writing letters, daddy ! " said the child quickly, 
looking at her father with some suspicion. " Nothing 
about Jack, I suppose ? " 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



REBELLION. 19 

** Well — ahem — ^why, yes, Polly ; I intend sending 
him to school." 

" Not to a boarding school," said Polly, the rosy 
face growing a little pale, and unclasping her arms 
from about her father's neck. 

" Why, yes, Polly," answered Mr. Gilbert in rather 
a faltering voice. 

The moment the words were out of his mouth, 
Polly slid from his knee and stood before him, her 
face grown quite white and unlike itself. The small 
mouth was drawn with the first look of determination 
and rebellion he had ever seen upon it, and the baby 
lips trembled with grief and anger. 

" If you do, father," said this young tyrant, " PU 
never, never forgive you, and," she continued, her 
firmness now rapidly dissolving, "Pll die of grief;" 
and in a passion of sorrow, Polly fled from the 
room. 
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CHAPTER III. 

AN UNEXPECTED REVELATION. 

" Were we to take as much pains to be what we ought to bei as we do to disguise 
what we really are, we might appear like ourselves, without being at the trouble of 
any disguise at all." 

—La Rochefoucauld. 

mR GILBERT was very far from being 
angry with what some more narrow-minded 
parents would have regarded as an exhibi- 
tion of temper and self-will on' his little daughter's 
part. On the contrary, it was always a comfort to 
him that such love existed between the two children, 
although even he had no idea of its depth. 

Often when Polly was Jack's advocate in many a 
misdemeanour, his own fatherly heart would respond 
to her excuses, although at the same time he felt it 
his duty to be strict with Jack. 

On the evening after Polly had discovered her 
father's intentions with regard to Jack, the child 
stole down the avenue and concealed herself behind 
some evergreens to wait for the beloved form to 
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appear. As soon as she heard the gate swing to, she 
threw herself into her brother's arms. But instead of 
the usual gay little Polly, Jack found that he had a 
pale, weeping, little girl clinging to him. 

"O Jacko, Jacko! father says you're to go to 
school ; he's been writing letters to a lot of schools 
this very day." 

The boy's face flushed deeply. 

"To school, Polly, to a boarding school.^" he 
gasped. 

•* Yes," sobbed Polly. 

"Well," said Jack in a hard voice, "I'd just as 
soon go, it's no use ever trying to be good ; father 
is always angry at everything I do." 

" You'd just as soon go ! and leave me, — O Jack ! " 
wept Polly with renewed tears. 

*' No, no, Polly," cried Jack, " I don't mean that, I 
don't know how I shall bear to leave my little sister," 
and he drew her to him, and soothed the sobbing 
child with fond words and caresses. 

That evening was a very silent one at Hillside — 
even at tea-time, when the little girl's gay chatter 
usually enlivened the meal — she sat silent, absorbed 
in grief. 

The next few weeks brought no relief to Polly's 
sorrow; it even affected her health, for she grew 
perceptibly paler and thinner, and her merry 
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little voice was scarcely ever heard in its wonted 
peals of laughter. Rarely, too, would she take her 
eyes off her brother, and she followed him about 
like a faithful but unhappy little dog. 

Now Mr. Gilbert, although he did not appear to 
the children to do so, noticed all this, and it grieved 
him very much. 

Sometimes, when mention was made even in the 
most indirect way to Jack's departure, Polly's eyes 
would fill with tears and settle themselves on her 
father's face with an appealing look of dumb misery 
which went straight to his heart. But of the three, 
Mr. Gilbert himself was the most unhappy, for unless 
in a case of necessity he was the last man to willingly 
grieve either of his children. At present, however, 
it was only of Polly he thought, for Jack carefully 
concealed his feelings from his father. 

In his presence the boy always wore a dogged 
look, and spoke in a hard, defiant way, so that Mr. 
Gilbert had no idea how much he was fretting at 
the thought of leaving home. 

The knowledge of this came to him in rather a 
curious way. Mr. Gilbert had taken Jack from the 
daily school which he had attended for the last three 
years, saying that he would not waste his money, 
nor the master's time, on a boy who would not learn ; 
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for, indeed, Jack rarely knew all or any of his lessons 
thoroughly, so that his progress was but slow. But 
in consequence of Jack's withdrawal from school the 
children were seldom apart. 

One day Mr. Gilbert was sitting reading on a rustic 
seat placed in the middle of a dense laurel hedge 
some three yards deep. A nice nook had been cut 
out of the laurels to contain the seat, and a back 
and roof had been formed of close rustic planks to 
effectually protect it from rain. At the back of 
this hedge was a rose garden, and from it the chil- 
dren had been in the habit of entering the hedge 
close to the seat, where they had made what they 
called a "bower," by tying some of the branches 
together. Their father, however, was unaware of 
this resort of theirs, nor did he himself often use the 
rustic seat. 

On the day in question, however, he soon heard a 
mysterious rustling near him, and then the voices of 
his children in deep consultation as to the improve- 
ments to be made in their bower. 

Mr. Gilbert fortunately possessed the power of 
concentration, and was soon deep in his book. 

But when he had been reading for about half an 
hour, a sentence caught his ear, that caused him to 
pause in his reading. 

" Polly," said Jack, " I tell you, father does not 
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care for me ; he has never loved me since mother 
died," — here there was a great faltering in the boy's 
voice, — "if he did, he would never send me away 
from home, away from him and you." 

" But, Jacko, you said at first you would just as 
soon go," answered Polly in an aggrieved tone. 

*' I said that, because I was angry ; I can't bear to 
go away from you, and home, and father, and the — 
worst — is," sobbed Jack, now fairly in tears, "to feel 
that father is glad to get rid of me, and I do — love 
— ^him — very much," and here our hero quite broke 
down. 

Then the little sister soothed and comforted him 
as only affectionate little sisters can, and Mr. Gilbert 
softly moved away from the seat, feeling that it 
was not quite fair to listen to his children's con- 
fidences. 

What he had heard had utterly astounded him. 
He had no idea that his son really possessed much 
heart, or any attachment to himself, and this sudden 
knowledge surprised and touched him. There was 
a trembling about the stern mouth as Mr. Gilbert 
walked down the avenue and out into the country 
road. 

Then, after all, this son of bis, with the cold, defiant 
manner, and many misdemeanours, did care for his 
father! This was a great consolation, but at the 
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same time the knowledge puzzled him more than 
ever as to what to do with the boy. 

Could he now send him away from home and part 
the children ? Already Polly was pale and worn 
with fretting; and now he feared that this foolish 
Jack would take it as a sign that he was glad to 
get rid of him, and perhaps such a conviction would 
make him feel desperate, and so at school he might 
turn out even worse than at home. 

"Dear, dear, what a trouble boys are!" sighed 
Mr. Gilbert ; but still as he thought this, a feeling of 
pride and pleasure came over him as he remem- 
bered Jack's faltering sentence, "I do love him 
very much." 

All this time Mr. Gilbert had been walking on, 
plunged in reverie, when he suddenly felt a touch on 
his arm, and heard some one panting behind him, 
and looking round he saw the kind and genial face of 
the aged rector of Crosslin. 

" Why, Gilbert," he said, " I've been trying to catch 
you up this half mile past. Are you walking for a 
wager, might I ask ? and how deep your meditations 
must have been; for I called to you several times, but 
you did not hear me." 

"I was wrapped up in thought, I suppose," an- 
swered Mr. Gilbert, " for I did not hear you ; but let 
me assure you that there is no one I could be more 
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glad to see just now, old friend, for I am sadly in need 
of some advice." 

"Indeed," said Mr. Goodall, **the best in my power 
is always at your service ; you know what interest I 
take in you and yours — but I trust you have no new 
trouble." 

" No, no, it is the old story — it is a difficulty with 
regard to Jack," and forthwith Mr. Gilbert told him 
of all Jack's idleness and misdeeds, and how he had 
decided on sending thp boy away to school, but that 
now, seeing Polly's great grief at the idea, and how 
the very thought of the approaching separation was 
injuring the child's health, he dreaded doing so. And 
then Mr. Gilbert went on to tell his friend how he 
had overheard the children's recent conversation, his 
amazement at finding out that Jack had so much 
affection for him and for his home, and how he 
feared, also, that his foolish, wrong-headed son would 
take it as a sign of want of affection on his part, 
and of a desire to be rid of him, if he carried out 
his intention. 

**You know," he said, laying his hand on Mr. 
Goodall's shoulder, "that all I desire is my boy's 
good ; the boarding school is more expensive than a 
day school, and I shall punish myself by losing my 
son. I thought, however, it was better for him that 
I should bear the additional expense and the sorrow 
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of his absence, if by this means he would become 
more diligent in his studies and gain more advantage. 
Now, however, I find that he turns my intention into 
a new cause for doubting my affection, and God for- 
bid that I should estrange my son's heart further 
from me than it is already," and here Mr. Gilbert's 
voice grew husky. 

His old friend did not speak for a few moments. 
Then he said — 

" Gilbert, believe me, that if you allowed your 
boy to see a twentieth part of the affection you 
really bear him, it would be the better for the hap- 
piness of you both: you too carefully shut up your 
affectionate feelings in an outer crust of coldness 
and severity, and the consequence is, you each then 
misunderstand the other. Jack has inherited your 
own temperament even intensified, and nothing is 
more injurious to his disposition than to be allowed 
— if not encouraged — to keep up that dogged reserve 
and coldness to which he is by nature already too 
much inclined." 

" One must be strict with boys," was the reply, 
"they ought to be treated so much more severely 
than girls, if one wishes his sons to become manly." 

" I do not agree with you as to the necessity of 
severity either in the treatment of boys or girls, un- 
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less in very exceptional cases, where it is impossible 
to guide by love and gentleness." 

'* And I do not see that you can understand how 
young people ought to be treated, you who are an 
old bachelor," answered Mr. Gilbert testily. 

" Nevertheless, I firmly believe in governing even 
boys solely by love, and by showing them that one 
trusts to their love and good principles. Jack's dis- 
position, I am persuaded, is one peculiarly amenable 
to this kind of treatment ; he is a noble-minded, hon- 
ourable lad, and possesses an affectionate heart, 
which latter commodity, like his father'' (here the 
good rector smiled), "he endeavours carefully to 
conceal from the one to whom he ought to reveal 
it most." 

" I am glad you think highly of the boy," replied 
Mr. Gilbert, a flush of pride and pleasure rising in 
his face and chasing away its sternness, " for I have 
no friend whose praise I value so much." 

*' Although that friend is an old bachelor," said 
Mr. Goodall. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

GOOD RESOLUTIONS. 

" How do you love your father? 

Oh, in a thousand ways I 

I think there's no one like him 

So worthy of my praise — 
And every little service 

Of hand, or pen, or voice, 
Becomes, if he has asked it, 
The service of my choice." 

— Frances Ridley Havergal. 

HT was a few mornings after the conversation 
recorded in our last chapter — that shortly 
after breakfast the two children were look- 
ing out of the window, when an exclamation of plea- 
sure broke from them simultaneously. 

" What is it } " asked their father, looking up from 
his newspaper. 

" Mr. Goodall is coming up the avenue," answered 
Jack, breathless with pleasure ; and so saying, both 
children ran out of the room, rushed down the 
avenue, and seized the hands of the good old clergy- 
man, 

"Well, young friends," said Mr. Goodall, smiling 
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kindly — lifting little Polly up for a kiss and laying 
his hand affectionately on Jack's shoulder, "bright 
eyes and rosy cheeks this morning. I heard Polly 
did not look well, but she is blooming." 

"Her eyes are bright because she's glad to see 
you, and her cheeks are red from running," explained 
Jack, "else she would look pale — for she's often 
crying now on account of my going away," and the 
expression on Jack's face, as he finished, was a funny 
mixture of sorrow for his little sister's looks and 
pride at her affection for himself. 

" Tut, tut," said the kind old gentleman, " I don't 
think your father has quite decided yet on sending 
you to school, my boy." Then seeing Polly's look of 
intense joy at his words, he added cautiously — " But 
if he has, Polly must be a brave little woman, and 
think of the holidays when you will be at home ; 
and also that father sends you away because he 
wants you to be a learned, clever man by the time 
you grow up. You would like Jack to be that — 
would you not, Polly 1 " 

" I don't think I would care for Jack to be learned 
or clever," said the little girl. " I want him to be a 
gardener like Bailey, and then we could live together 
in a dear, little, rustic lodge, and I could help him to 
weed the beds, at least when it wasn't raining, or the 
grass wasn't wet," added Polly, 
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Mr. Goodall laughed heartily at Polly's picture of 
domestic bliss to come. As for Polly, she only stared 
in astonishment at his untimely mirth, not even 
dreaming for a moment that it could be caused by 
her account of arrangements which she looked upon 
as sensible and excellent plans for future household 
economy. 

**We talk like that together ; it amuses her," said 
Jack with a grand air, but in a low tone, and ventur- 
ing on a wink at Mr. Goodall as he spoke. 

" Why do you say that, Jack ? " said Polly, crimson 
with indignation, for she had heard his words, low as 
they were spoken, — '* and why do you make a rude 
eye at Mr. Goodall ? Nurse says winks are vulgar." 

" I meant nothing, Polly Hopkins," said Jack sooth- 
ingly. 

" You did — you meant — I'm nearly sure — that you 
were only in fun about being a gardener — and me 
help — ^helping you to weed theb — b — beds," and here 
Polly's voice was choked with sobs and indignation. 

" I'll be whatever Polly likes," said Jack tenderly. 

" And shall we always live together ? " asked Polly, 
looking up at him through tearful eyes. 

" Yes, always, always" promised Jack, taking out of 
the child's pocket a small red-spotted handkerchief 
about six inches square, and wiping the big blue 
eyes with it. 
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** I can't bear to see her cry," he said to the rector, 
" it makes her look so pale afterwards." 

" Quite right, quite right, my boy, it is only cowards 
who can bear to see children or women cry ; but now 
run off, both of you, for I wafit^o have a talk with 
your father alone," said Mr. Goodall as they reached 
the house. 

The two gentlemen were closeted together for some 
time, and then the children saw them walk down the 
avenue arm in arm, still evidently in deep consulta- 
tion on some important matter. 

" I wonder what they are so busy talking about ? " 
said Jack, with the usual inquisitiveness of youth. 

** I think it's something about you going to school," 
said sharp little Polly. 

But whatever business it was, it seemed to put Mr. 
Gilbert in good spirits, for the children remarked his 
unusual cheerfulness all the day afterwards. 

That evening, after early tea, and during the half 
hour before little Polly's bedtime, when she usually 
perched on her father's knee, Mr, Gilbert said he had 
something important to tell the children, and then his 
arm tightened its grasp round his little daughter, and 
with his other hand he drew Jack close to him. 

At this unwonted show of affection to him, the boy 
flushed deeply, and gave one hurried but eloquent 
glance up to his father's face. 
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The mute look, half nervous but so full of gladness, 
smote Mr. Gilbert^s heart. 

Was it possible that so slight an action of his could 
move his son ? Well, well, perhaps that old bachelor 
friend was right after all. At all events, he would try 
the effect of Mr. GoodalFs suggestion for once, and 
see if letting Jack know his feelings for him would 
have a good influence on him. 

" Children," he began half hesitatingly, " we have 
all felt rather miserable these past few days, think- 
ing of the parting that was so near." 

" Polly is very miserable," said that young lady in 
a doleful voice, sighing profoundly, 

" Polly does not like to part with Jack, I know," 
said her father, **and father does not like it 
either." 

Here a glance at his son's face showed Mr. Gilbert 
that on it was portrayed a most genuine look of utter 
astonishment. 

"Jack," he said half reproachfully, *'can you doubt 
that it would pain me to part with you ? " 

Jack looked as if he fmd doubted the fact very 
much indeed, and feeling that his father would cer- 
tainly read this in his eyes, cast them down confus- 
edly in a most guilty manner. 

" If you have doubted my affection," said the proud 
father, with difficulty restraining his emotion, ** you 
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have wronged me very much, my boy. All I desire 
is your own good. At your age it is of the most vital 
importance to work well at your books, and you 
would not do this at the school you have attended, 
therefore I thought of sending you elsewhere. How- 
ever," he continued, *'as I would much, prefer yow to 
remain at home with us, and as it grieves us both so 
much to part with you, I have made other arrange- 
ments, and you are not to leave home." 

" Father, father," screamed Polly, nearly strang- 
ling Mr. Gilbert with hugs, her face scarlet with rap- 
ture, "you dear, old, good daddy! I love you most 
awfully," and then pulling his face down, she kissed 
it all over, ending up with the tip of his nose. 

Now Polly's manner, since she had discovered her 
father's treachery (as she considered it) with regard 
to Jack, had been as cool as that very warm-hearted 
child could possibly make it — so anxious was she 
that the poor man should feel her just displeasure. 
So, being now again restored to her gracious favour, 
her father, who we frankly confess spoiled her abomin- 
ably, began at once to feel the reward of his clemency. 

After taking the little arms from about his neck, 
he turned round to see what his boy had to say to 
him. Mr. Gilbert was almost shocked to see the 
effect his words of kindness had had on the lad. 

Jack was perfectly pale, and shook from head to 
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foot Twice he opened his mouth as if to speak, but 
no words came from the white lips. Finding speech 
impossible, he suddenly seized his father's hand, 
kissed it passionately, and fled hastily from the 
room. 

"Didn't Jack look queer?" questioned the child 
curiously ; but her father put her hastily down and 
walked to the window. There he stood gazing out 
at the fast-gathering darkness, while storms of emo- 
tion worked in his breast. 

Instinctively Polly remained where she was, not 
venturing to approach him until some ten minutes 
later when her nurse came for her; she then stole 
to her father's side and gave him one quiet good- 
night kiss. 

It was not for an hour after this that Jack returned 
to the sitting room. When he did so, both he and 
his father had regained their usually quiet and unde- 
monstrative manner. Instead, however, of a dogged 
look, there was a quiet determination in the .boy's 
face, and he carried a huge bundle of his lately- 
neglected school-books under his arm. 

** Father," he said boldly, as he arranged his books 
on the table near the lamp, " I'm going to work in 
earnest for the future, and I won't let myself be idle," 
and his eyes quite flashed with earnestness, 

"That's right, my boy," said Mr, Gilbert, much 
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pleased and gratified with the result of Jack's medita- 
tions upstairs. 

"Please, father, am I to go to the same day 
school?" 

" No, I have arranged with Mr. Lane, Mr. Goodall's 
new curate, to teach you every day, except Saturday, 
from ten to one. In the afternoons you will prepare 
your lessons, except on Saturday, when you will have 
a holiday ; I hope you will get on. Jack." 

" I am sure I shall, father ; I would much rather go 
tp Mr. Lane than to a day school, and you shall see 
how industrious I will be." 

"Very good! remember, I will trust to your pro- 
mise." 

"Thank you, father," was the answer, accompanied 
with a swift bright look of pleasure. 

That evening Jack pored over his books lintil so 
late, that at last Mr. Gilbert was. obliged to order 
him off to bed. 

Tte consequence of his being up to such an un- 
usual hour, was, that he slept heavily and much later 
in the morning than he usually did. 

When at length he did open his eyes, the first 
sight that met them was his little sister, sitting with 
her fat small legs crossed like a tailor's, at the end of 
his bed, a droll expression of longsuffering patience 
on the baby face. 
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As Jack woke up she gave a deep sigh of relief 
and at once cuddled up to him, changing her position 
for a seat on his bolster. 

'* O Jack ! IVe been dressed this long, long time, 
I do want to talk so bad. I came in twice before 
I sat on your bed, and you were always asleep. / 
wanted to thump you awake, only nurse wouldn-t 
let me." 

" Fm sure Fm much obliged to nurse," laughed 
Jack, yawning and stretching himself. 

" But, Jack, I do want to know how you're going 
to be taught ; and, O Jack ! isn't it lovely that you're 
not going away 1 " 

Then Jack told her all about it ; but Polly, although 
delighted that he was now to be at home even more 
than he had been formerly, looked rather grave and 
serious. 

" Why, what's the matter, old lady ? " asked Jack ; 
" you look as grave as a mustard-pot." 

"Did you ever notice his nose?*' was Polly's ap- 
parently irrelevant remark. 

*' His nose, — ^whose nose ? " 

"Why, Mr. Lane's, of course, you stupid." 

" Notice Mr. Lane's nose ? not particularly ; I re- 
member though, now, it's a very good one." 

Polly shook her head sadly. Then creeping very 
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close to her brother she whispered mysteriously, " It's 
an awful big one, Jack." 

" Well, what if it is. Poll ? " asked Jack, very much 
amused, and sitting bolt upright. 

" Sally told me some dreadful things about it," 
quoth Polly gravely. 

Here I may mention that the Sally alluded to was 
a wild, young, Irish girl, who had been engaged in the 
capacity of housemaid at Hillside for a year past, 
and was in the habit of amusing Polly, for hours 
together on a wet day, with all sorts of absurd and 
ridiculous stories delivered impromptu out of her own 
imaginative head. 

" Tell me some of them, Poppet," said Jack, for he 
immensely enjoyed hearing them secondhand from 
Polly, who believed what Sally told her with all a 
child's credulous faith. 

" But perhaps, Jacko, it will make you too fright- 
ened to go ? " said Polly feelingly. 

"Oh no, ril try and be brave," promised Jack 
reassuringly. 

" Well, then, Jacko, Sally says that at the Sunday 
school if the boys don't know their lessons and 
things," with an expressive look at her brother, " Mr. 
Lane puts them flat against the wall, and runs his 
nose right through their bodies." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



GOOD RESOLUTIONS. 39 

Jack gave a roar of laughter. 

** Don't you believe it?" asked Polly, somewhat 
relieved at his mirth. 

"No, Polly Hopkins, I don't quiter 

** Sally told me though. Jack; I thought myself 
that the bone must be very strong." 

"Very strong, indeed. But did she tell you any- 
thing else, pet ? " 

" Yes, Jack, she told me even a worse story about 
Mr. Lane's nose, but maybe it's not true either," 
said Polly, grown bold now from her brother's 
scepticism. 

" Do tell me," urged Jack, trying to look grave. 

"Well, once there was one boy there that was 
very bad, he said he wouldtit learn his collect, so Mr. 
Lane gave a great snuff at him," here Polly per- 
formed the part in pantomime with her own soft, 
little, puttified nasal organ, "and snuffed the poor 
little boy right up into his own head ; " Polly's eyes 
opened as wide as they possibly could, "and that 
boy has been living quite inside Mr. Lane's brain 
ever since." 

Jack at this account nearly choked himself laugh- 
ing. 

" Then you don't believe that story either, Jacko ? " 
asked the child in an inquiring voice, when her 
brother's mirth had slightly abated, " Well, Jacko, 
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now one thinks over it," went on Polly in her funny, 
little, old-fashioned way, " it is not a very likely thing 
because / never saw a boy tiny enough to go up 
a nose, not even as big a nose as Mr. Lane's. Did 
you, Jacko ? " 

" Never ! " answered Jack, kissing her. " Now run 
away like a good little girlie, for it's quite time for 
me to get up and dress." 

Notwithstanding her brother's comforting assur- 
ances, however, Polly still felt nervous when she saw 
him departing to Mr. Lane's. 

She ran after him down the avenue and pulled his 
face down to her own to give him another farewell 
kiss and caution. " Jack dear," she whispered confi- 
dentially, " I'd be very polite to him, you know, for 
fear the stories might be true, and, Jacko, do sit at 
the other end of the table ; it's just as well not to go 
too near //." 

That evening, her precious Jack having returned 
safely to her, unspiked and unsnifTed, Polly astounded 
the unlucky Sally, whom nurse had sent to fetch her 
to bed. 

"I won't go with^^, you bad girl!" thimdered 
forth Polly rebelliously. 

" Why, Miss Polly ? " asked the astonished girl, for 
between her and the child there had been always 
a warm affection. 

" Because you told me lies," said Polly, with em- 
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phasis ; " it's not a word true about Mr. Lane's nose. 
Jack says it isn't, and I'll never be put to bed any 
more hy you^ 

" O Miss Polly ! " said Sally, *' I only told you those 
stories for fun." 

"Lies is lies ! " quoth Polly dogmatically, with her 
usual disregard of grammar, " so you may send nurse, 
for I won't ever go with you." 

Nor could Polly be persuaded to overlook the 
unfortunate Sally's offences for several days! 
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CHAPTER V. 

A CAPITAL HIDING-PLACE. 

" Cuckoo, cherry tree. 

Catch a bird and give it to me ; 
Let the tree be high or low, ■ 
Let it hail, rain, or snow." 

— Gammer GurtoH, 



ACK was true to his word, and kept his pro- 
mise to his father faithfully. 

He had now been working with Mr, Lane 
for some months, and that gentleman was loud in 
his praises of his intelligence and diligence. 

One day he asked Jack how it was that he had 
been so idle as he had heard in former days. Jack 
hung his head blushing; but he had become very 
free and unreserved in his intercourse with Mr. Lane, 
who took a warm and kindly interest in the boy; 
so he replied, though a little shyly — 

" I don't think it was quite all my own fault, please, 
Mr. Lane." 

" Whose fault was it then ? " asked Mr. Lane. 

" I don't know. Nobody's, I suppose ; but I would 
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like to tell you a little about it — about how it was 
that I never knew my lessons well." 

" Do, Jack — I would like to know extremely ; for I 
have always found you obedient and industrious." 

"Well, sir, first of all the school is three miles off 
from Hillside. I had to leave home before nine, and 
even with fast walking I was never in school before 
ten. That was all very well, because one feels fresh 
enough in the morning. We had from twelve to 
half-past one to eat our lunch and for playtime. I'm 
very fond of cricket and foot-ball, and, of course," said 
Jack in an apologetic tone, " a fellow doesn't like ttot 
to play when all the rest are having fun. School 
broke up at half-past four, and by the time I got 
home I was tired, I can tell you. What with the 
double walk, which made six miles altogether, and 
the running about at the games, I used to feel so 
tired and sleepy in the evenings that I often went 
right off to sleep over my books. That was how I 
never knew my lessons well ; then I used to have to 
do impositions before I was allowed to go home, and 
that often made me an hour later." 

"But, my boy, if you had abstained from the 
games sometimes, or got up to work for an hour 
or two before breakfast, would not that have helped 
you?" 

" I'm sure it would, sir, still I'm so awfully fond of 
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cricket — I often thought of getting up early ; only my 
bones used to ache and I felt so sleepy." 

"You learn your lessons very correctly for me, 
Jack ; / must not scold you for by-gone days, at all 
events," said Mr. Lane kindly. 

'* Oh, but, sir, you make everything so clear and 
easy for me," cried Jack gratefully ; " the master at 
school never had time to explain anything, there were 
so many boys ; and even when I used to beg him to 
if I had a very difficult task to learn, somehow his 
explanations were cloudy-like, and they only con- 
fused me more. You can't think, Mr. Lane, how easy 
it is for me now that you explain the day's lesson ^ 
beforehand ; it takes only kalfthQ time to learn what 
one understands, besides it's so much more interest- 
ing. I used to detest my lessons ; but now I quite 
enjoy them." 

" And you are so diligent and attentive. Jack, that 
it is a pleasure to me to teach you." 

"It's very. good of you, sir, to say so, and to take 
so much trouble about m^. I often thought of ask- 
ing father to explain my lessons, still I did not quite 
like — I was afraid ; because he used to be always 
down on me then," said Jack bluntly. 

" I am sure he was grieved at your idleness at that 
time. Is he not pleased with you now ? " 

" Yes, sir, he is. I promised him I'd work hard 
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with you, and even if you hadn't been so kind to 
me and didn't explain my lessons, I'd have worked 
hard all the same, to keep my promise and please 
father." 

"Then your father asked you to promise to work 
well just before you came to me ? " 

" Not exactly ; he didn't ask me, / promised of my- 
self. It was one evening," said Jack confidentially, 
'* father suddenly got so awfully kind." 

"Don't say awful so frequently; Jack, I'm sure 
there's nothing awful about kindness, so it's quite in- 
appropriate." 

" Very well, sir, but father did get so kind, — he 
pulled me right over to him," said Jack proudly ; " he 
doesn't generally touch me ; of course he pets Polly, 
but she's a girl ; then he said he did not like parting 
with me, he had intended that I should go to a 
boarding school, but instead of that I was to come 
to you and not leave home ; altogether it made me so 
happy that I promised father I'd work hard." 

When Jack got home that day, Polly ran to meet 
him at the door, with her face full of eagerness and 
pleasure. 

" O Jack ! what do you think } Father says we 
may have Florinda and Adolphus Brown to spend 
next Saturday with us. And father said I might 
choose what we would have for a treat that day. So 
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I thought whatever would Jack like. At last I chose 
we'd have a goose and fig pudding for dinner, and 
a feast in the hay-loft. O Jack ! was that right, 
shall you like that quite best } " 

" Splendid ! " was the rejoinder ; " you couldn't have 
wished anything jollier, young woman." 

** Oh, I am glad you think so ! " cried the child, 
clapping her hands with glee. " I do love a feast in 
the hay-loft. Father says, though, that we're not to 
get up or down without Bailey with us." 

" All serene ! and see here, Poppets, what games 
shall we play.^ I vote we settle all that before- 
hand." 

''I'd like Hide-and-Seek," said Polly, '*and Friar's 
Ground, don't you know, for a change." 

"Capital, and look here, Poll, we'll have ghost 
through the house in the evening ; we'll try and get 
Sally, too." 

" O Jacko ! Sally does make such a frightening 
ghost, she roars ]\xst like a real, true ghost May I 
keep with you when she's ghost ? " 

" Of course you may, pet, but come along now and 
get ready for dinner." 

The children had many another consultation before 
Saturday. But when at last the eventful day arrived, 
they had arranged such a programme as was quite 
to their satisfaction. 
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At a little past ten o'clock in the morning of the 
day in question, both children were at the road gate 
looking out for their young companions, who arrived 
shortly afterwards, and were greeted somewhat 
boisterously. 

"Ahem, my dear Mary, don't tumble my collar 
so," was Master Adolphus' request, as Polly threw 
her arms round his neck in her demonstrative 
fashion. 

"Bother your collar!" was Jack's somewhat rude 
remark ; " don't be always so particular, or it's no 
fun." 

" I wish you wouldn't call me Mary, please Adol- 
phus,'* said Polly pleadingly; "nobody ever does but 
nurse, and then it's only when I've been naughty." 

" You should never be naughty, my dear Polly," 
said Florinda with a silly titter, and smoothing out 
the flounces of her showy silk frock carefully. 

" Of course I shouldn't," snapped Polly sharply, 
** nobody should — thinking a lot of your clothes is 
naughty, for one thing." 

Florinda tossed her head and giggled. "Don't 
be jealous, Polly; perhaps your papa will buy 
you a silk dress when you're bigger. 1 have two 
now. The other's such a beauty — pale blue with 
white lace on the body ; mamma says I look lovely 
in it" 
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" Oh, you silly, to be so conceited about clothes," 
said Polly scornfully. 

Just then Jack came over to make peace, and 
whispered something to his little sister about " visi- 
tors " and " politeness," for Jack was a thorough little 
gentleman. 

When the children had gone in to shake hands 
with Mr. Gilbert, and say a few words to him, they 
came out again and set to playing " Hide-and-Seek " 
with vigour. 

As Polly usually managed to have a quarrel 
with Florinda, and as she was a great favourite of 
Adolphus's, Jack decided that they two should 
hide and seek together, while he took Florinda with 
him. 

'* You see it would not be fair if Polly and I went 
together, because we both of us know the place so 
well," explained Jack good-naturedly to his young 
guests. 

"Polly," said Adolphus, when the children had 
played all sorts of games for some hours, and had at 
length come back again to the favourite Hide-and- 
Seek, " can't you think of some place they'd never 
find us in, now it is our turn ? " 

Polly shook her head. " Jack knows every place 
/know, Tm afraid." 

Adolphus looked round and hurried Polly in all 
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directions, but they could not see any place that had 
not been hidden in before. 

"I have it!" exclaimed Adolphus at last trium- 
phantly. 

*^ Where? where?" 

" Up in the Portugal laurels in the short avenue," 
was the answer. " Come, run, Polly, I'll help you up, 
and they'll never think of looking for us in a 
tree." 

"O Adolphus 1 what a splendid idea!" cried 
Polly; **Jack and I often climb tree% but we never 
think of going up one for a hiding-place; they'll 
never guess where we are." 

So the two chose the thickest clump, and up they 
clambered into it, Adolphus going first, and pulling 
Polly after him. 

"Cuckoo I" shouted Adolphus, as they settled 
themselves comfortably in a thick fork of the tree, 
where the dense foliage completely hid them from 
view of any one on the ground underneath. 

"Cuckoo !" cried Polly in her shrill little treble. 

"They're down somewhere in the short avenue, 
Florinda ; I know by the sound," cried Jack. 

" Suppose you go by the rose garden and I'll go 

down the avenue," said Florinda, ** then we're sure to 

catch them between us." 

" All right ! " and before the words were well out of 

D 
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his mouth, Jack was off. Down he ran through the 
rose garden, scanning every possible nook that could 
be made into a hiding-place as he went. When he 
came to the end, he turned down the little path that 
ran through the laurel hedge leading into the bottom 
of the avenue. Another shrill " cuckoo ! " he heard 
quite near, and at the same time some one in the 
avenue running. Jack mended his pace, and turn- 
ing the corner rushed violently into the arms of — 
Florinda ! 

'*I thought you were Adolphus," he exclaimed 
panting. 

"And / thought you were Adolphus," gasped 
Florinda. 

" Wherever can they be — the sound certainly comes 
from about here. Have you looked in all the places 
in the rose garden ? " 

"I have." 

" Did you look well down through the avenue } 
under the laurels, for instance } " 

" I think I did, but do you come back with me, 
Jack ; for you know all the nooks best." 

As they stood in this spot talking for a few minutes, 
they were right under the branch where their young 
companions were concealed. Polly could see the 
blue ribbon round Jack's hat as she peeped through 
the leaves, and she felt as if she could hardly breathe 
from excitement. 
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" Do let us * cuckoo ' again," she whispered to her 
friend, as the other two walked off up the avenue. 

"Not yet, Polly; wait till they get to the top." 

As soon as they were a good way off, leave was 
given, and Polly shrieked loudly, half-mad with the 
success of their safe shelter. Down tore the two 
wildly, " It is here, it must be here," they said to one 
another, and again and again they vainly made their 
search. But although they lifted the heavy branches 
and sought through the densest part of the hedge 
until their faces were scratched with the twigs, not a 
sign could they see of them. Not once did either 
Jack or Florinda think of looking up into the trees. 
At last they gave the avenue up in despair ; and 
came reluctantly to the conclusion that they must 
have been mistaken in the sound, and that it had 
come from some other part of the grounds. 

The two children had been in hiding now for 
nearly twenty minutes, and Polly began to get tired 
and cramped with being so long in the same position. 

" rd like to get down now, please, Adolphus ; sup- 
pose we get down softly while they're away, and 
we'll keep it a secret where we've been ? " 

"Just wait a little, Polly dear, let us puzzle them a 
little bit longer." 

" O Adolphus ! I'm so hungry, do you think it's 
near one? We're to have dinner at one." 
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"Can't be far from it. But I say, Polly, how 
would you have felt if you'd been, like Moses, up 
in a mountain for forty days with nothing to eat ? '* 
said Adolphus, who had had a lesson on this subject 
the Sunday previous. 

** Do you believe that } " asked Polly scornfully, 
who was rather inclined to free-thinking ever since 
the discovery of Sally's deception having been 
practised on her. 

" Certainly I do, why, it's in the Bible ! " said Adol- 
phus, who was very orthodox, and perfectly scandalised 
at Polly's scepticism. 

** Oh, I didn't know it was in the Biblel' apologised 
Polly, '*but anyhow you know, Adolphus, he must 
have brought up lots of food in his pockets, I expect." 

As this was a view of the question that Adolphus 
had never considered, he was not quite prepared with 
an answer, so he only looked puzzled. 

Just then the gong sounded. Clang, clang, clang, 
it went. 

** Hurrah I dinner ! " cried Polly, " let's get down 
now, at all events." 

But when they came to do so, they found it a 
matter that was easier said than done, and began to 
learn that it is far more difficult to descend a tree 
than to climb it in the first instance. When Polly 
parted the branches and saw what a height they were 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A CAPITAL HIDING-PLACE. 53 

from the ground, she positively refused to budge, and 
began to cry. 

Nor was Adolphus much braver, for he could only 
get down a very little lower, and there he stuck, afraid 
to venture to the next branch, which was rather a 
long step. 

" Oh, call for Jack," begged Polly, now fairly sob- 
bing with fright ; " what shall we do if we never can get 
down any more, and have to be starved to death ? " 

*' Halloa, Jack, Florinda, Jack," yelled Adolphus 
at the top of his voice. The other children soon 
came flying down the avenue, and guided by the 
voices, looked up the tree and soon perceived their 
friends' dilemma. * At first they couldn't help 
laughing and making fun of their "capital hiding- 
place." 

But when Jack saw Polly's distress, he grew grave 
in an instant " Don't be frightened, Poppets, I'll be 
with you in a moment and help you down. Why, what 
a myxSyou are, Adolphus, not to be able to get down ; 
you shouldn't have brought Polly so high, though." 

But when Jack had scaled the tree, he could not 
persuade either of the children to come down, so he 
called to Florinda to tell Bailey to come and bring a 
ladder. In a few minutes Bailey came, his weather- 
beaten good-natured face smiling with amusement. 

He soon fixed the ladder against the tree, and on 
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reaching Polly took her in his arms, and in one 
minute she was safe on the ground. 

" Don't you get up so high in trees again, Missy/' 
he said. 

" I don't think I'll ever climb in one again ; at least," 
added Polly, as a saving clause, '* certainly not with- 
out Jack." 

Here Sally appeared clanging the gong again 
violently. 

'* Master says the goose will be cold," she called 
out, running down to them. 

And wasn't that goose and fig pudding good ! 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE GHOST ! 



*' Speak I speak 1 thou fearful guest ! " 

— Longfellow, 



^^gHOLLY'S dinner was declared a decided suc- 
ffl^gJ cess, and all the children did full justice 
^*"^^^ to it. Without the slightest regard to 
any rules for the good of digestion, they all sallied 
forth as soon as they had demolished the fig pud- 
ding, and set to romping and playing games out 
of doors again. 

As the days had grown short, however, nurse 
came out to tell them that Bailey was ready to 
see them into the loft, where she would bring them 
their tea, it being now five o'clock. 

So they all adjourned to the farmyard, where 
Bailey stood by a ladder against the stable, ready 
to help them into the loft. Jack and Adolphus 
went first, and then came Florinda and Polly, 
Bailey helping them in the ascent. It was a fine 
big loft, half full of hay, and in the delight of diving 
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into its sweet-scented depths, making "houses" and 
"nests" in it, even Florinda — having first pinned 
up her smart frock — forgot all about her grandeur, 
and almost became unaffected. Soon they heard 
nurse's voice below, and all pressed to the door 
of the loft to see what she had brought for their 
"feast." 

" Go back, go back all of you," besought Bailey, 
as he took the heavy tray from nurse, and climbed 
up the ladder. Then he deposited . the treasure 
securely and firmly on a big bank of hay, and 
telling the children he would come back to take 
them down in an hour, and charging them not to 
go near the door, or venture on the ladder until then, 
he went off to his work. 

But as I do not doubt that all my young readers 
would like to know what the feast consisted of, I 
must describe its glories. 

In the centre was a fine big cake, full of raisins and 
citron, and ornamented with frosted sugar and pink 
comfits in cook's very best style. Then there was 
a dish full of the rosiest apples you ever saw, and 
another full of a mixture of nuts, grapes, and 
"crackers." Instead of "tea" there was a big jug 
full of warm creamy milk from " Sukey," the 
cow. 

" Oh, what a jolly tray ! " cried Adolphus. 
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"And isn^t it fun having tea up here in the hay, 
instead of just in a room on a common table, like 
every day ? " said Polly. 

All the children declared it was twice as nice, and 
that Polly had chosen the thing of all others they 
enjoyed most, in asking for a feast in the loft. 

And to see the rapid rate at which the cake dis- 
appeared, one would have thought these were four 
unfortunate children who had had nothing to eat 
from breakfast-time — but, as Jack remarked, taking 
a huge bite out of an apple as he did so, "there's 
nothing like fun and games to make a fellow hungry." 
When at last even this trayful of good things was 
demolished, the children made a cosy nest in the 
hay and sat all close together to pull the crackers. 

This excitement, however, did not last very long, 
for nurse had only sent two crackers for each, and 
when they were all finished the children felt chilly 
and uncomfortable at the gathering darkness, and 
began to long for Bailey to come and take them 
down again. 

. " I vote we get down by ourselves," said Adolphus, 
as he looked at the ladder pensively. 

" Oh no ! " cried Jack earnestly, " I promised father 
we wouldn't" 

** Pooh ! he'd never know anything about it," was 
the answer. 
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"What a mean boy you must be to want to do 
it just because father don't see you, when you'd be 
afraid to do it if he did ! " said Polly, red and in- 
dignant. 

"I tell you who's afraid — Jack is," said Adolphus; 
** he's afraid to go down the ladder without his nursey 
to take care of him," — very scornfully. 

Jack s face assumed its most dogged look at this 
taunt. " I'll not go down," he said very determinedly, 
" but it's not because I'm afraid. Who was in a funk 
up the tree.? / soon ran up and down it again, 
although it was double the height of that ladder 
there ! No, I'm not afraid ; but I'd be ashamed to 
break my promise — it's just mean — as Polly says." 

" Well, anyhow, / didn't promise," said Adolphus, 
as he groped his way cautiously down. 

But when he got to the bottom he found Bailey 
there, just going up. 

" You shouldn't have come down without me, sir ; 
master said none o' ye was to," and Bailey shook his 
head gravely. 

When the children returned to the house they 
found the hall lighted up, and nurse ready to take 
off their coats and cloaks. 

** I hope none of you got down without Bailey's 
help,*' said Mr. Gilbert, as he opened the door of the 
sitting-room and looked out at the young troop. 
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"I didn't," cried Polly and Jack in the same 
breath. " We did not, indeed," said Florinda, rather 
hurriedly. 

" Nor you, Adolphus .? " asked Mr. Gilbert, as that 
young gentleman did not reply with the others. 

" No, sir," said the boy, as he stooped down, pre- 
tending to be busy with his boot. 

Polly and Jack looked at each other, both very 
much shocked at this reply. Florinda, seeing the 
expression of their faces, coloured with mortification 
and shame. 

As the door closed again, Polly came up to Adol- 
phus, " Who's a coward now ? " she asked, her little 
form seeming to swell with scorn. 

"Never mind. Poll," said Jack, generous to his 
abashed and fallen enemy, and pulling the child 
away as he spoke. 

"Don't let us waste the whole evening," said 
Florinda sharply, anxious to change the subject 
and divert attention from Adolphus ; " if we are to 
play * ghost,' let us begin. See — there is the moon 
rising, just nice dim light enough for a good 
game." 

" Yes, do come along," said Adolphus, trying not 
to look ashamed of himself, " mamma said she'd send 
for us at half-past eight." 

"Well, ril go and coax Sally to play with us, it's 
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twice as much fun with her," and Jack ran off to the 
kitchen. 

Sally proved amenable, as she generally was to 
all the children's requests, and soon the fun waxed 
loud and boisterous. 

The only drawback was that it was found impos- 
sible to frighten Sally even the least bit in the 
world ! 

Whenever it was either of the boy's turn to be 
ghost, and no matter how horribly they groaned and 
moaned, still Sally would snatch up the "ghost" in 
her strong arms, laughing immoderately, and kiss the 
would-be terror-inspiring floury face, an indignity the 
mortified '^ ghost " would resent with most unghostlike 
kicks and remonstrances. 

*'Now, Sally, how can you expect the others to 
feel me like a ghost when you go on like that ? " Jack 
would ask, as Sally would mount the "ghost" on her 
shoulder. 

But notwithstanding the badness of Sally's beha- 
viour, she was very much missed when cook came up 
to bid her lay the supper table in the dining-room ; 
all the fun seemed to die out of the game at her 
departure. 

" I never saw such a girl," said Jack, as all the 
children collected together at the nursery window 
through which the light of the moon shone brightest. 
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" rd give anything to make her frightened by a 
ghost." 

"/ know a way to make a ghost that would put 
Sally in a real fright," said Adolphus. "I saw it 
done once, it didvcidke me feel queer, although I knew 
who the fellow was, and he just did it in the room 
before me." 

" Oh, how is it done } do show us ! do tell us !" cried 
the three children breathlessly. 

" It's done with whisky and salt in a saucer. If Jack 
will get me the things I can show you in a minute." 

Jack hesitated a moment, then he said — 

** I don't know if nurse has any whisky ; I don't 
think she'd give it me if she had." 

" Oh yes, she has some," cried Polly, " I saw some in 
the cupboard yesterday, and I'm sure she'd give you 
some, Jack, if you say it's only to make fun with, do go." 

"Oh, do go, do J please, go," besought Florinda and 
Adolphus. 

Thus urged, and longing also to amaze (if such 
a thing were possible) the dauntless Sally, Jack 
departed on his errand. 

He had good need of all his eloquence to persuade 
nurse to give him what he asked for ; she could not 
think what the children could want such a thing 
as whisky for, but at last he was successful in his 
entreaties, and returned with all that was needed. 
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" Tm not sure that we ought to do this," said he, 
as he handed the things to Adolphus. 

" Fiddlesticks ! Til take all the blame, and Til be 
the ghost. Shall I show you first what a splendid 
ghost it makes ? " asked Adolphus. 

** Do, there's no harm in my seeing it ; Polly mustn't, 
though," said Jack thoughtfully. " She is so nervous 
that she would not sleep all night afterwards." 

** And I don't care ta^3,ee it, either," said Florinda ; 
" suppose you boys go into another room and leave 
Polly and me by the nursery fire } You can come 
and tell us how the fun has gone off afterwards." 

Accordingly this arrangement was agreed on, and 
the two boys adjourned to Jack's room. 

" Jacko," whispered Polly, holding her brother by 
the jacket as he was leaving the room, " I hope if you 
do it, that it won't make a practical joke ; you know 
father is vexed sometimes when you do funny 
things." 

"All right, little woman," said Jack, kissing her 
hurriedly, and running off to Adolphus. 

When the latter had shut the door, he poured some 
whisky into the saucer which he first half filled with 
salt, and then, folding himself up in the sheet, he set 
fire to the spirit and held the saucer before his face. 

Even our plucky Jack was surprised and partly 
horrified at the result ! Seen through the flames of 
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the spirit, Adolphus* face looked grey and ghastly, 
and Jack would hardly have recognised him, the 
effect was so horrible. 

" Isn't that a jolly ghost ? " asked Adolphus as he 
noticed his friend's amazed expression. 

" I never saw anything to equal it," answered Jack 
with emphasis ; " I do think that it would frighten 
even Sally." 

"Suppose we try if it would?" said Adolphus, 
setting aside the saucer and unwinding himself from 
the sheet. 

"Tm almost afraid it would frighten her too much, 
I would not wish thatr 

"Fiddlesticks 1 I've tried it on numbers of people. 
Let me dress you up now, and do you go down the 
back stairs and stand ?it the pantry door. I can go 
round, and if Sally is not there, I can easily make 
some excuse to get her to enter the pantry at the 
right time." 

But it took Adolphus a long time to persuade Jack 
to do what he wanted. 

" Why can't you be the ghost yourself, as you first 
suggested ? " he asked. 

"Oh — ah — you see it might frighten her too much 
if / were the ghost. She is not so much used to my 
face, but she cannot help recognising you whom she 
sees every day." 
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This was not Adolphus' real reason, but the fact 
was, that he was one of those persons who are fond 
enough of playing tricks and jokes through the agency 
of others, but who take good care to keep out of all 
danger and risk of blame themselves. 

His argument, however, had, as he intended it 
should, more weight with Jack than any other he could 
have used. 

Jack's sole objection was the fear of alarming 
Sally too much, but when his friend repeatedly 
assured him that, though she would, no doubt, get 
a start just for a moment, yet she would then be 
quite sure to recognise him, and the whole matter 
would end in a laugh, Jack consented to personate 
the ghost. 

The disguise did not take long to accomplish ; and 
then Adolphus opened the green baize door at the 
head of the back stairs, and leaving Jack, descended 
the front ones himself and entered the kitchen. 

There he saw Sally busy at a table making some 
preparations for supper. 

** Sally,^' he asked in a most innocent voice, '* would 
you please give me a glass of water ? " 

"Yes, sir, TU fetch a tumbler in a moment," 
answered the girl, leaving her work and going to- 
wards the pantry. 

" Won't you sit down, Master Brown," said cook, 
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in her best company voice, dusting a chair with her 
checked apron as she spoke. 

But the words were hardly out of her mouth when 
a piercing shriek, that long haunted all ears who 
heard it, rang through the house, and immediately 
a dull thud was heard as of a person falling. 

" Heaven preserve us 1 " cried cook, pale with fright, 
" what has come to the girl ? " 

In one minute all the household, except the little 
girls, were in the pantry, terror in every face. 

Sally lay on the ground in a dead swoon, her 
plump rosy cheeks drawn and grey, and a stream 
of blood trickling from a wound in her forehead, 

" O Sally, Sally 1 have I killed you ? oh, dear, dear 
Sally ! it was only me — it was only me ! " shrieked 
Jack in an agony of remorse, as he pushed his way 
through them all, and flung himself down beside the 
death-like figure, taking her hand in his. 

"What is it all about? how has the girl been 
hurt ? " asked Mr. Gilbert in his sternest voice, look- 
ing around him for an answer. 

At first no one replied. Nurse began to busy her- 
self trying to restore the poor maid, and sent Jack off 
to fetch some things from her room. 

Then Adolphus spoke. 

"Please, Mr. Gilbert, Jack dressed himself up like a 
ghost, and had burning whisky in a saucer before his 
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face. He came down the back stairs to the pantry 
door, — he would do it, though I was afraid it would 
frighten Sally too much," said the cowardly boy, as 
he saw the terribly severe look Mr. Gilbert's face 
assumed. 

For a few minutes there was a dead silence, and 
then Mr. Gilbert spoke. 

"Go home at once, Adolphus, take your sister 
with you, and beg your father to come to us 
instantly. Cook, do you go upstairs and tell Miss 
Polly that she is to go to bed at once, and that I 
forbid her to leave her room. Come back, then, and 
help nurse to carry this unfortunate girl to bed," 
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CHAPTER VII. 

IN TERRIBLE SUSPENSE. 

" We sinned— we sin, is that a dream ? 
We wake — there is no voice nor stir." 

—E.B. Browning. 

^NOTWITHSTANDING all that Dr. Brown 
B gP I could do, it was hours before Sally became 
^ conscious. When at last the restoratives 
were effectual, the poor girl fell into a high fever and 
constant ravings. 

The doctor pronounced her life to be jn the 
greatest danger, owing to the terrible shock her 
nerves had sustained, and he almost feared that her 
intellect would never totally recover. 

The wound in the forehead was caused by her 
falling against the stone stairs. It had to be sewn 
up, and although she had been a little weakened 
by loss of blood from it, yet in itself it was not of 
much consequence. The fright it was that caused 
all the danger. 

For many days there was no improvement, and 
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during all this time Jack's feelings may be more 
easily understood than described. 

Often, in the dark lonely hours of the night, would 
the boy rise from his sleepless bed and steal to the 
door of the room where Sally lay tossing about in 
that restless fever, and talking incessantly. 

Nobody knew when Jack was near, for he felt too 
miserable to bear even the words of pity that would 
have been given him by the servants who took it 
in turn to watch Sally., 

As for his father, Jack scarcely ever saw him; 
and when he did, his father never addressed him or 
took the smallest notice of him in any way. 

On the morning after Sally's seizure, Mr. Gilbert 
had sent nurse to tell Jack that he was to have all 
his meals in his own room, and was forbidden to 
enter any of the sitting rooms. He was told' however, 
that he was to attend Mr. Lane's instructions as 
usual, and that he was free to go out of the house 
whenever he wished. 

But although Jack could see that his father had 
never been so angry with him as he was now, and 
although all late kind feelings were at an end, and 
the estrangement was worse than ever between them, 
yet Jack was so intensely miserable on Sally's ac- 
count, that even his father's displeasure was almost 
unfelt 
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Nor had this interruption to their late happi- 
ness the power to raise the old dogged feeling of 
injustice in Jack's breast. He felt in himself so 
guilty, so full of keen remorse and anguish, that 
his father's anger against him was felt to be only 
too just. 

Still, if a few words of explanation had taken 
place between the two, if Mr. Gilbert had known 
how strongly his boy had been urged and led into 
this miserable affair, how loth he had at first been 
to act in it, and how he had had the thought to fear 
the very catastrophe which had happened, until 
repeatedly assured by Adolphus that Sally would 
be sure to recognise him, Mr. Gilbert would most 
certainly have relaxed in his feelings of severity. 

Doubtless, if he had known all this, his sternness 
would have melted into pity and sympathy for Jack, 
and turned to scorn for Adolphus' falsehoods. The 
unfortunate thing was, that there should have been 
always such reserve between these two so nearly 
connected, that whenever any , trouble or misde- 
meanour occurred, no confidence was either sought 
or offered. 

Not one word had been spoken by either of them 
as to the late dreadful occurrence. 

Jack saw, as he supposed, that his father knew all 
about the matter, but he himself was of too generous 
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a nature to dream even of making his own guilt 
seem less at the expense of his friend. 

Unluckily, however, for the boy, he had of old 
been too fond of practical jokes, a taste acquired 
amongst his schoolfellows, and which seems inherent 
and natural to many boy natures. His father, on 
the contrary, had a constitutional dislike to them, 
and his anger was increased tenfold by believing 
what Adolphus told him, and imagining that Jack 
had been warned not to indulge in this late 
freak. 

He felt very acutely also that it was most un- 
grateful of Jack to have resorted to practices which 
he knew he held in detestation, at the very time 
that so much indulgence was being granted to him 
and Polly. 

" Jack," asked Polly, one evening as she stole up to 
her brother's room softly, and came across to where 
the boy was poring over his books in the waning 
light, ** what's an idiot > " 

Jack looked up with an abstracted air, putting 
his finger on the page before him to mark his 
place. 

'* A what, dear ? " 

*' An idiot 1 " repeated Polly impatiently. " I want 
to know what it is, because I heard Dr. Brown tell- 
ing father that he has no doubt when Sally wakes 
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up from that heavy sleep she's been in so long, that 
she'll be an idiot" 

As no reply was given, Polly stood on her tip-toes 
to look at her brother's face. 

The unfortunate Jack looked as if he were turned 
to stone ; his face had a set immovable expression, 
and his brown sparkling eyes were filled with a dull 
look of horror. To all Polly's inquiries he returned 
no reply; twice, indeed, he opened his mouth as if to 
speak, but no sound came from the parched lips. 

At last the child comprehended that it was 
something in her words that had shocked him so 
terribly. 

"Jacko, Jacko, oh, my Jacko," she whispered 
tenderly, stealing her little arms round his neck and 
pressing her warm soft cheek to his cold one, " don't 
mind what Dr. Brown says. I'm sure he's all wrong. 
Don't you remember when I'd chicken-pox, and he 
said it was small-pox ? he's just an old duffer. I've 
heard you often say he was, yourself, Jacko, so what 
he says now is just more of his dufferness!' 

But Jack could not speak for some time, and his 
little sister's reasurring words were incapable now 
of conveying comfort to him. 

After a while his voice came back to him. 

"Polly," he said softly, but oh, in what a sad 
hopeless voice! "go downstairs; I'll say good-night 
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to you now. Don't come back again this evening 
to me, I want to be alone." 

"Very well, Jacko," said the little one meekly. 
" ril go away, if you'd rather," and then giving her 
brother one long embrace, she slid from his arms 
and crept downstairs. 

As soon as she had gone, Jack locked the door. 
He scarcely knew, indeed, what he was doing, but 
felt one consuming desire to be alone, — to be alone 
and think over these horrible tidings. 

But he was incapable of any clear or discriminat- 
ing thoughts at present His little sister's ignorant 
words had raised a tumult of confusion and dismay 
in his mind, and they seemed to beat into his brain 
with new and overwhelming agony every second. 
The most dreadful feeling was that this fate, at the 
thought of which the boy grew sick and shud- 
dering, was every moment drawing nearer to his 
victim, whilst he, alasl was powerless to avert or 
mitigate it 

The whole affair seemed now like an engrossing 
and resistless nightmare. Oh 1 liow the unhappy boy 
longed to wake up and find it all a dream ! 

As he walked up and down his room he staggered, 
and when some sharp knock against the wall or 
furniture would recall him to himself, it was but to 
make him more sensible of his mental anguish. 
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Oh ! that he had never played this senseless and, 
as he now saw, cowardly and cruel trick ! 

Oh I if he could but live over again that one even- 
ing of his life, that evening the results of which were 
now to poison all his future days, how differently 
would he act I 

Buty alas ! his regrets and his anguish were all now 
equally unavailing. 

Poor, poor Jack! he was having a bitter lesson 
taught him, a lesson, nevertheless, which each one 
of us must learn sooner or later, one that ought to 
teach us, even though with an iron rod, wisdom and 
self-controL 

He had to learn that nothing can undo the Past, 
nothing can atone for the Past. No ! were we to weep 
even tears of blood, yet we could not blot out one 
page, nor turn back one leaf, of the Book of Time. 
However our weak hands may beat the air in 
passionate remorse or vain regret, yet still the Past 
is ; and will yet live an undying life in the memory 
of our conscience. Yes, and if we are wise, we will 
give thanks continually to a merciful God who has 
ordained that our sins can never die to us in this 
world 1 who has ordained that they shall ever 
live to us, ever scourge and chasten us, and so 
make us hasten in our way along the Heavenly 
Road. 
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What could be better for the future safety of the 
traveller, than that the pitfalls into which he has 
already fallen should be continually lighted up, 
even though with a fearful distinctness, that for all 
time to come he may guard his trembling feet from 
their dreaded brink ! But our poor boy's pain was 
too new — too new, and sore, and raw, for him to feel 
any comfort in such reflections as these latter. 

All he was capable of feeling was a consuming 
sorrow for the evil he had occasioned — a bitter 
remorse at not having obeyed his father's well- 
known wishes. 

He had been repeatedly forbidden to play prac- 
tical jokes of any kind — and now all this misery 
was come on him in consequence of his wilful 
disobedience. There lay the sting that smarted ! 

At last he stopped in his aimless pacing from 
sheer exhaustion, and threw himself on his face 
on the bed. In after days he could never be sure 
if he had fainted or only slept the heavy torpor-like 
sleep that sorrow brings. 

Whichever it was, he did not rouse from it until 
the middle of the night. The faint light of the stars 
came in through the unshuttered windows, and made 
the objects in the room partly visible. 

Jack rose, giddy and chilled, and all the force of 
his grief came upon him as his senses returned. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAP. Vll. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



IIBLE SUSPENSE. 75 
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sleeping form seemed to transfer itself to his agitated 
spirit. 

Suddenly in the midst of his contemplation, a low 
sound roused him from his reverie. 

It did not come from Sally, for he could see that 
she had not moved a muscle. But on looking 
around for the cause, he saw dear old nurse on 
her knees by the bed, her figure half hidden by 
its curtains. She was evidently praying earnestly, 
and for what, Jack could well guess. 

There was an imploring expression on the worn 
and lined face, and her grey hair was disordered from 
close and long watching. 

A great comfort was breathed into Jack's heart 
as he saw her. 

After all there was something he could do for Sally ! 

Why, oh, why had he not thought of this before I 
Why had he wasted all these precious hours in which 
he could have helped Sally by wrestling in prayer 
for her reason, with a Father full of pity and loving- 
kindness. 

Quick as thought Jack sped back to his own room, 
new hope, new strength filling all his sorrow-wearied 
frame. Down by the window seat he flung himself 
on his knees, but for the first few minutes no suitable 
frame of words would rise to his mind. 

" Oh, help ! help ! help ! blessed Lord Jesus ! " he 
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cried, with all his soul poured out in earnestness 
and entreaty. 

By and by he became more calm, although his 
entreaties were as urgent as at first. He had been 
praying for some minutes when he felt a light touch 
on his shoulder, and turning round he saw nurse by 
his side. 

" Darling boy ! dear Master Jack, our prayers have 
been heard and answered. To the Lord's name be 
all the praise I " added the old woman devoutly. 

" Sally has wakened, then ; she is not — I mean — 
she has/* gasped Jack, all his senses reeling with 
joy and relief. 

"She has wakened; her life and her reason are 
spared," replied nurse. " The first thing she asked me 
was — What was it I saw, nurse ? the next thing was. 
How long have I been ill ? and after that nothing 
would do her but I should fetch you straight away 
to her ; so come now. Master Jack ; but you must not 
stay more than two minutes, for she is very weak 
and cannot bear excitement." 

In another minute Jack was by her bedside. 
** Master Jack," said Sally in a low, weak voice, but 
turning on him the same bright look of intelligence 
she had ever worn, " I tuk the liberty of sendin' for 
ye, for I do be afear'd you're grievin', and I want to 
tell you I'll be as well as ever I was." 
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** O Sally, Sally 1 can you ever forgive me ? " asked 
the boy in a broken voice, the tears running down 
his cheeks. 

" Sure, an* dear heart, there's nothin' to forgive," 
answered Sally, taking his hand in her thin one, and 
stroking it with her other. *' Isn't it myself that's 
fond of a bit of fun } Troth and it's ashamed of 
myself intirely I am, to have been so mane as to 
let on I was frightened, Master Jack ! " said the 
good-natured girl, a twinkle of irrepressible humour 
coming into her eyes as she spoke. 

" Come now, that's enough," said practical English 
nurse, blowing her nose, however, with unnecessary 
vehemence as she spoke. And taking Jack good- 
humouredly by the shoulder, she marched him with 
scant ceremony out of the room. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

AN UNFORTUNATE VALENTINE. 

" To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day, 
AH in the morning betime. 
And I, a maid at your window, 
To be your Valentine." 

— Shakespeare^ 

nN spite of all Dr. Brown's gloomy forebodings, 
Sally's brain was not permanently injured 
by Jack's unlucky trick. 
A fortnight after the fever left her she was able to 
sit up in her own room, and from that time she went 
on steadily improving. 

Jack felt deeply grateful to God for this njerciful 
issue of her illness, and the feelings of humility 
which were born in his heart from this gratitude 
made his behaviour to his father meek and concilia- 
tory. 

Mr. Gilbert, however, did not again alter in the 
coldness and harshness of his manner to Jack, for he 
feared that it was his late leniency and indulgence 
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which had tempted his son to act against his wishes 
in the matter of the trick. 

Nevertheless, he often wondered much at the soft- 
ness of Jack's manner, so used had the boy been 
formerly to cover his feelings with an appearance of 
fierce hardness whenever he had been in disgrace. 

Little did he know of the deep reverential grati- 
tude which now filled Jack's heart, or that he was 
using his whole energies to subdue all that would be 
displeasing to his Heavenly Father, as a token of 
his thankfulness. 

Polly's bright gayness of spirit once more flagged 
as she noted the cloud on her father's face when- 
ever he spoke to her brother ; but to them both she 
was still the same object of complete love and 
indulgence. 

One day, however, the poor child's feelings were 
deeply hurt by the unconscious Jack. 

It was near St. Valentine's day, and shortly before 
her father had given her a bright new shilling. 

This shilling, or " silver penny " as Polly called it, 
was a great pleasure and amusement to her, and with 
it she played sundry games of marketing and shop- 
ping. 

One day, however, the thought struck her that 
she held the means of giving Jack a great pleasure. 
She had never before possessed any money, so, 
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although Jack always sent her a pretty valentine, 
she had never sent him one. 

Accordingly she coaxed nurse to take her down 
to the village of Crosslin, and there, at the most 
magnificent shop in the place, — which was grocer's, 
haberdasher's, stationer's, and fancy shop in one — 
Polly purchased the most splendid valentine to be 
had for the enormous sum of one shilling 1 

Vainly did nurse remonstrate and urge the child 
to be content with a sixpenny one, that she might 
still possess a " silver penny " to play market with, 
but Polly would not be turned from her purpose. 

No valentine would she choose but one that should 
cost her entire fortune. With none would she be 
satisfied but with this wonder of beauties, containing 
folds of worked paper, and a large bunch of artificial 
flowers tied with blue ribbon in the centre ! 

So in great triumph the child carried home her 
treasure, clasping the pasteboard box, which con- 
tained it, close to her beating and delighted heart. 

With what anxiety did she watch nurse address it 
that evening, and with .how many injunctions as to 
carefulness did she overwhelm the Hillside post-boy 
next morning when he took charge of the precious 
parcel ! 

That night, Polly could scarcely sleep from excite- 
ment, and when on the following morning the letters 

F 
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arrived, three valentines for herself, and one^ her 
own-bought treasure for Jack, the little girl could 
scarcely breathe from anxiety to observe all Jack's 
transports ! 

Unluckily, however, Polly possessed a scrap-book, 
and as contributions to that unfortunately half-empty 
book, Jack was in the habit of handing over all his 
Christmas cards, valentines, and any gay picture he 
became possessed of. 

Accordingly, when he opened his parcel, never for 
one moment dreaming that Polly had sent it to him, 
he hardly looked at it himself, but simply handed it 
across the table to her. 

Instead of the rhapsodies she expected to hear 
from his lips, Jack coolly said (and the sound of his 
voice was rather satirical too), " Holloa, Polly, here's a 
grand affair for your scrap-book, old girl." 

Polly could hardly speak from horror and amaze- 
ment Was \t possible that he could thus calmly think 
of parting, at once^ without even admiring or extol- 
ling its beauties, with that superlatively magnificent 
valentine ! Was it possible that he could seriously 
contemplate committing anything so absolutely 
suicidal to his own interests ! 

Swiftly the deep flushes of mortification spread 
over the baby face, and the great blue eyes filled 
with tears of wounded love. Jack, however, fancied 
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her backwardness in accepting his offer arose simply 
from her wish not to deprive him of the valentine, 
and so proceeded to make matters even worse by 
remarks more galling, 

^^ Do take it, Polly Hopkins, 'really I don't care one 
bit about it. I'd rather not keep the gaudy thing ; 
indeed, I don't want it," he assured her over and over 
again. 

But just at this point in affairs the children's voices 
roused Mr. Gilbert from his newspaper. Polly had 
taken her father into her confidence about her 
purchase; so he at once perceived how matters 
stood. 

In one moment he had made a sign to Jack, who 
quickly understood him, and immediately tried to 
atone for his unfortunate mistake and to soothe the 
child's feelings. 

" Polly," he began, after a few seconds spent in 
wildly racking his brains as to the best way of pro- 
ceeding, ** did you really think I was in earnest about 
giving you this valentine.^ Didn't you know I 
only offered it to you for a joke ? Why," went on 
Jack, taking the object in question up tenderly 
and placing it close to his plate, " I would not part 
with such a beauty even to you, Polly, I never got 
such a splendid valentine in my life, so you see it's 
not very likely I would part with it ! " 
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But to all Jack's blandishments Polly answered 
not one word ; and as soon as she saw him run down 
the avenue with his school books on his back, she 
flew to the nursery and threw herself into her faithful 
old nurse's arms. 

Poor nurse could not think what was the matter, 
for at first Polly was unable to speak from sobs. 
At last her grief found words. 

" Jack wanted to give me back my own present ! 
The beautiful valentine that I buyed for him with 
my silver penny! Then daddy made a naughty 
wink at him, and then Jack tried to pretend \t was all 
a joke ! But I knowed it was not. Oh, he did want 
to give me back my own present that I buyed him ! " 

And it was a full hour before nurse could calm 
little Polly, or abate her bitter grief as to the wrong 
her beloved Jack had done her ! 
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CHAPTER IX. 
AGAIN ESTRANGED. 

" The sweetnesses of love are gone, 
And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds, or like the stream 
That smiling left the mountain's brow, 
As though its waters ne'er could sever, 
Yet, ere it reach the plain below. 
Breaks into floods that part for ever." 

—T. Moore. 

^^^gT was a long trial to Jack to find, that as the 
^ ^^ weeks and months passed by, it still seemed 

^ "^^ as if his father could not banish from his 
mind the recollection of his misconduct, but con- 
tinued to treat him with the same severity and cold- 
ness of manner as when his fault was fresh. 

The humility and meekness of the boy's manner 
had at length given way under this continued strain 
of silent blame, and although he still observed the 
same diligence in his studies, the old dogged look had 
come back, and the old icy reserve in his manner. 

It was sad to see these two, between whom all 
the laws of nature and God pointed out that there 
should have been the fullest confidence and love, 
again estranged in this unnatural way. 
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Sally in the meantime had completely recovered 
from her illness, her cheeks were now as ruddy, and 
her frame as robust, as of old. 

This was a deep source of consolation to Jack; 
but notwithstanding the joy it gave him, he men- 
tally determined that no temptation, however great, 
would he allow to prevail over him, so as to induce 
him ever again to play another practical joke. If only 
Mr. Gilbert had known a part of what was in his 
boy's mind, how pleased he would have been ! 

Jack, indeed, had had an awful lesson of the danger 
of foolish and thoughtless pranks — ^a lesson that to 
his dying day he never forgot. 

Mr. Lane had been most kind and sympathising 
all through Jack's trouble, and the boy had begun 
to look upon the young clergyman almost with the 
affection of a younger brother. 

One day in early summer, now many months 
since Sally's illness, Mr. Lane remarked on Jack's 
listless manner. 

To his great surprise the boy suddenly burst into 
tears. 

The young tutor, as wise as he was kind, seeing 
at a glance that his pupil was not in a fit state for 
lessons, quietly put away the books, and waiting 
until Jack had regained his composure, challenged 
him to a game of cricket. Jack brightened up at 
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the very word, and eagerly snatched up his straw 
hat. 

There was a bit of common near Mr. Lane's 
house, where he often indulged the boy's love of 
field games, and now his kindness was soon re- 
warded by the sparkle which came to Jack's eyes, 
and the hearty ring of laughter to his voice. 

"And now. Jack," said Mr. Lane, as after an 
hour's play they both threw themselves on the 
grass to rest, " I want you to tell me why it is you 
are so out of spirits of late. I notice that you be- 
come more gloomy every day." 

Jack's colour rose and flooded all over his face. 

" O Mr. Lane ! I a^n ashamed of myself — I never 
cried before another fellow before ; I don't know 
what you must have thought of me for being such 
a baby. I think the reason was that I was awake 
nearly all night ; I felt quite giddy all the morning 
till now." 

" But, Jack, what should keep you awake ? " said 
Mr. Lane with a sigh. 

" I was thinking," answered Jack a little confusedly 
and plucking at the grass as he spoke. 

"Won't you tell me what you were thinking 
about, my boy ? " laying his hand on the lad's 
shoulder. 

" You are so good to me always," answered Jack 
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gratefully, " I never had any one, except Polly, care 
so much about any of my troubles." 

" Prove you think so now by taking me into your 
confidence," laughed the young tutor, pushing back 
his curly dark hair from a face that was nearly as 
boyish-looking and brown as Jack's own. 

'* It makes me feel miserable," said Jack, his lips 
trembling and looking ashamed of the emotion he 
felt he displayed, " that father never seems to forgive 
me. It is all as bad now as ever between us, and we 
were becoming — ^becoming — why, almost friends ! " 
said Jack, with an emphasis on the last word, as if 
such relation between father and son was a most 
astounding and extraordinary fact. 

'*Jack," asked Mr. Lane quietly, "did you ever 
explain to your father how you were led into that 
trick ? did you ever even ask him to forgive you ? " 

" No ! I don't ever remember explaining anything 
to father when I've been in trouble, and I never 
asked him to forgive me in my life." 

" How has that been, my boy ? " 

"I don't know. I Aave thought sometimes of 
asking father's forgiveness, only he looks so sternly 
at me, it quite makes my heart beat, so that I can- 
not say what I want." 

There was silence between the two for some time* 
Mr. Lane was looking away towards the horizon. 
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but there had come into his sensitive face a look 
of pain and sorrow, and it seemed as if his thoughts 
were now far off. 

" Mr. Lane," said Jack suddenly and hotly, " IVe 
been thinking lately that it isn't fair of father ; I 
know I did what was wrong, but so do other fellows 
too. One can't always be good. Still Tve worked 
hard these months past to please him, and not 
done one thing that he disapproves of, and all to 
get him to forgive me. Now, he's just as hard on 
me as in the beginning, and I don't think I'll stand 
it any longer; some day I'll just tell him straight 
out that I've tried hard enough to be good, but 
that I see there's no pleasing him, and I'll tell him 
I won't stay at home any longer to be scowled at, 
that I won't!" cried the boy excitedly, jumping 
up and stamping his foot with impatience and 
anger. 

Mr. Lane took his eyes from the distant landscape 
and looked upon Jack. As his face turned towards 
the boy, Jack saw that it had grown very white, 
and the look on it was one of such keen but 
hopeless remorse, that the very pain on it seemed 
to enter straight into Jack's heart. 

" My boy," began Mr. Lane, and oh, the sadness 
of his voice as he spoke ! ** I have often thought I 
should like to tell you of a sorrow of mine. It is 
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so great and so hopeless, and is in my mind so 
fresh and keen (though it happened fourteen years 
ago), that it is as painful to me to speak of it now 
as it was when it came upon me first." 

" Dear Mr. Lane ! " cried Jack, awed by the 
solemnity of his friend, "do not tell me what dis- 
tresses you so much." 

The young man held his hand up to impose 
silence. 

"I have often thought of telling you, but your 
manner just now when you spoke of your father 
has decided me. You must hear me out, and may 
God in His great mercy make my lifelong anguish 
prove a warning to save you from the same bitter 
and incurable grief ! " 
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CHAPTER X. 

A SAD STORY. 

" Sunk in unutterable Krief, he cried, 
* Restore my youth to me, O God I restore 
My mom of life i O Father I be my guide, 
And let me, let me choose my path once more,' 
But on the wide waste air his ravings died 
Away, and all was silent as before. 
His youth had glided by fleet as the wave ; 
His father came not — he was in his grave." 

—RichUr, 



@0R a few minutes Mr. Lane ceased speaking. 
He had drawn his young friend gently 
down to his former position beside him, 
and now he covered his face with his hands, and 
Jack rightly guessed he was praying for strength 
and courage to fulfil his task. At last he looked 
up and began to speak again. 

"Jack," he said, "I daresay you know that I am 
an orphan?'' 

" Yes, sir," said Jack, taking his tutor's hand affec- 
tionately ; ** but you know you promised to let me 
be your younger brother." 
Mr. Lane smiled sadly, but put the warm young 
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hand away as if he feared that its loving pressure 
would unnerve him. 

" My mother died when I was an infant, but I did 
not lose my father until the age of twelve. We 
lived together alone during my childhood and boy- 
hood ; but, Jack, although we really loved each other, 
we never got on happily together." 

" Something like father and me," said Jack eagerly, 
roused to deepest interest now. 

" Very like ; but. Jack, in my case, it was entirely 
my own fault ; remember that, my boy." 

Jack blushed and looked down, then he said hesi- 
tatingly — 

" Would you mind, since you think it was some- 
thing like father and me, telling me the way in which 
the fault was yours ? I'm sure you were always better 
than I am, Mr. Lane, but I often wish and long to 
know how I could overcome whatever makes father 
keep cold to me." 

"Well, Jack, as I said before, I do think the cases 
were very similar. My great faults were pride and 
reserve, and I think, dear lad, they are yours too." 

" Mine I " cried Jack, in the greatest surprise and 
astonishment, "I don't knpw how you mean! how 
am / proud with father ? " 

" When you have displeased him, you should — it 
is your bounden duty as a son — beg him to forgive 
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you ; you are too proud to do this, and so the breach 
between you is not filled up, but grows wider and 
wider." 

"That it does, Mr. Lane, I feel that — ^but do you 
know I often am going to ask father to forgive me, 
and I would do it, if he would look a little kinder. 
He is so harsh to me that" 

" Not one word in blame of your father," said Mr. 
Lane suddenly, and more determinedly than Jack 
had ever heard him speak. " The duty of a son is 
plain — you have no business to question for one 
moment what your father ought to be, or to do. 
Little you know how bitterly in after days your heart 
may reproach you for unfilial words or acts. Jack, 
the wisest thing a boy or man ever can do is to mind 
his own duties and not meddle with those of others. 
To take care to mend his own faults and shortcom- 
ings instead of other people's. But I am wandering 
into preaching at you, which I never intended doing. 
What I want to tell you is about myself. 

" As I have said, my greatest faults were those of 
pride and reserve. These I did not try to check or 
uproot, until they grew so strong that they separated 
me from my father more and more. Often I trans- 
gressed that father's will and wish, and although I 
was afterwards invariably sorry for my disobedience, 
yet I could never bear to lay my pride low enough 
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to confess this to my father. So he, thinking me 
hardened and unrepentant, treated me as such. 

"At other times he thought me to blame when 
I really was not so. One word from me would often 
have explained matters satisfactorily — that word I 
was too proud and reserved to speak ! Consequently 
I often hugged to my heart feelings of injustice done 
to me, when I now see, alas ! that it was / who was 
unjust to my father ! " 

" That is all very like the way it is at home ! I do 
see now what you mean, Mr. Lane." 

"One day, however, when I was about twelve 
years old, I committed my last act of cruelty and 
injustice to my father, my crowning folly of pride 
jmd reserve. 

"My father had shortly before ordered me to 
avoid the companionship of a certain lad named 
Richards. This was a badly-conducted, coarse lad, 
and I had little difficulty in obeying my father's 
will in the matter, for I had no pleasure in being with 
him. Well, on the day in question, some friends 
of mine had invited me to go on a nutting expedi- 
tion with them, and my father consented, provided 
we did not invite or allow Richards to join us. We 
had a delightful day in the woods and saw nothing 
of Richards. 

" Unluckily, some friends called on my father, and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A SAD STORY. 95 

mentioned having seen Richards in the very wood 
that my father knew we were going to. It really 
did happen that Richards had gone nutting there 
that day, but not one of us had seen or spoken to 
him. 

" I returned late in the evening, and my father met 
me with reproaches for my disobedience. A few 
words only of explanation would have made matters 
clear, for my father had never doubted anything I 
ever told him. Those words I was too obstinate, too 
proud, to speak. 

" Instead of doing so, I maintained a sullen silence, 
which irritated my father more and more. 

" I went up to my room that night with a heart full 
of anger and bitterness at my imaginary wrongs. 

" Long into the night I sat at the window indulging 
and nourishing hard thoughts of my father. 

" Soon after I had reached my room, I heard his 
footstep coming up the stairs. He had to pass my 
door to get to his own room, but as he passed it, 
he paused a few moments as though he were about 
to enter. While he did so I felt my heart beat; 
through all my folly of pride and reserve, I yet 
yearned to rush out and throw myself on his neck, 
but restrained the good impulse and encouraged 
again the evil thoughts within my breast. 

" My father, as I said, paused, and as he did so, I 
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fancied I heard a low sigh, and then he passed on 
into his own room which was next to mine, 

"It was a hot night, and my father threw his 
window open as soon as he entered, and I knew, 
as I leaned out into the scented summer air, that 
we were but a couple of yards apart. But as I 
have said, I repressed all rising thoughts of tender- 
ness, and encouraged all that was bad and evil in 
my nature. 

"Never had I had such hard thoughts, such 
exaggerated, monstrous ideas of injustice done me 
as that night! Not once even did the thought 
cross my mind that the fault could by any means 
lie with myself, so determined was I to view myself 
as a martyr! It was past midnight before I went 
to bed, and my sleep was broken and disturbed. I 
awoke earlier than usual, and after tossing about 
for some time, arose and dressed. 

" I went downstairs and passed through the kitchen 
to reach the yard, intending to feed a pair of rabbits 
that had been lately given me. As I opened the 
stable door where for the present I had bestowed 
my pets, a saucer of bran in my hand and a bunch 
of lettuce under my arm, a sight met my eyes that 
made me halt, breathless with astonishment and 
delight. 

" Instead of finding my * bunnies/ in the old deal 
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box where I had left them, they were scampering 
about in a beautiful new rabbit hutch ! It was 
painted green, and had an enclosed wire yard in 
front, so that one could place it on the grass, to 
allow of the rabbits nibbling it fresh and growing. 
It was a kind of hutch that I had often longed to 
have, but had never been able to save enough pocket 
money to buy. 

" As I began to realise my good fortune in such a 
possession, and was stooping down more fully to 
examine my prize, I heard a step behind me, and on 
looking up beheld our old cook and housekeeper, 
Betsy, standing at the stable door with a broad smile 
of good-humoured pleasure on her face. 

** * O Betsy ! ' I exclaimed, * do you know who has 
given me this splendid rabbit hutch ? * 

"'Deed, then, I ought to know,' answered the old 
woman in a tone of importance, *for didn't the 
master go down three times yesterday to hurry 
the carpenter, for fear it wouldn't be home afore 
you was back from your "nutting," and wasn't it 
all I could do to keep his chops from being burnt 
black as a cinder, he was that unpunctual to his 
dinner ? ' 

"*And — and — then — father has given it me?* I 

asked, a great lump rising in my throat as I 

spoke. 

G 
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" 'Ay did he, and no one else, Master Robert, and 
nothing would do for him but he must put the 
beasties into it himself for fear we'd harm them, and 
even to the clean hay, he made them all comfortable 
with his own hands just as ye see.' 

"My eyes filled with tears as she spoke, and I 
felt my face grow crimson with shame as I bent 
over my favourites and feigned to be tending 
them. 

" In a moment or two the old woman continued, 
'And so, Master Robert, ye didn't go to the doctor's 
after all } — ^'deed, then, I told the master he'd .feel 
better when you came home' 

" * What do you mean, Betsy } ' I asked hurriedly, 
rising from my knees, and going over to her, the 
terrible pangs of remorse beginning to shoot through 
my heart — ' was my father feeling ill ? ' 

"'And didn't he tell you?' asked Betsy in 
astonishment, 'why, he was taken faint-like in the 
afternoon, and says I to him, " Sir, it's just the heat 
of the sun with you a galloping up and down this 
steep hill about that rabbit hutch," and says he to 
me, " Betsy," says he, " as soon as ever Master Robert 
comes in I'll send him down to " ' 

" But I was out of earshot before the good woman 
had finished her long sentences, for the last lingering 
evil thoughts of my heart had been slain by her 
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words, and instead of them rose up a thousand voices 
of condemnation from my conscience. 

" I fled across the yard, and into the house, and 
rushed upstairs to my father's door. 

" It was shut ; I remembered the early hour, but 
could not wait, so impatient was I to beg his pardon. 

"'Father,* I said softly, a sob breaking through my 
voice. 

" There was no sound from within, so I called again 
and again, though still softly for fear of waking him 
from sleep. Still no sound, and now an awful sense 
of dread, I knew not of what, crept coldly round my 
heart. 

" I listened for my father^s breathing, which was 
usually heavy, but nothing broke the silence save 
the loud beating of my own agitated and guilty 
heart. 

"And now with trembling hands I softly turned 
the handle of his door, whilst my shaking limbs were 
scarcely able to bear me one step into the room. 

" As I took that one step the awful stillness of that 
chamber was soon accounted for. In his chair by the 
open window sat my father, but he was dead'* 

Mr. Lane ceased speaking, and again buried his 
face in his hands. 

Jack, horrified and amazed at the terrible conclu- 
sion of Mr. Lane*s story, sat motionless, scarcely 
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daring to breathe ; he fully felt the hopelessness 
and vanity of any uttered words of comfort in such 
a case. 

It was the saddest, the most heartrending and 
mournful tale he had ever heard, or could have con- 
ceived, and the warmth of youthful sympathy filled 
his eyes with tears, and his heart with sorrow, for Mr. 
Lane's anguish. 

But he uttered no word, and they both sat silent 
for some time. 

Then Mr. Lane, evidently with a great effort of 
self-control, continued — 

*' It was after this I learned from our family doctor 
that my father had been a sufferer from heart-disease 
for many years. That he had been warned con- 
stantly against over-exertion, excitement, or undue 
emotion ; but that for my sake, with a loving desire 
to avert the shadow it would have cast over my 
young life, he had ever withheld from me the know- 
ledge of the fatal disease with which he was afflicted. 
Alas! there was no doubt now but that my bad 
moods and unjust tempers had increased his malady. 
There was no doubt, either, but that the over-exertion 
used that day to procure me pleasure aggravated 
the disease. In all human probability, too, had I 
not behaved with such dogged obstinacy and pride, 
my father would have, as he had intended, sent 
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me that evening to the doctor, who would possibly 
have been able then to avert that terrible catas- 
trophe. But the agitation caused by my conduct, 
coming as it did on him whilst already suffering, was 
too much for the enfeebled heart to bear. Whilst I 
sat at my window that night cherishing those cruel, 
unkind, and unjust thoughts, my father was actually 
dying within two yards of me ! His latest moments 
must have been embittered by disappointment and 
wounded affection ! 

Mr. Lane's voice as he uttered these last sentences 
grew sharp with agony, and Jack, unable to restrain 
himself, threw his arms around him and sobbed aloud. 

Mr. Lane pressed the agitated and affectionate boy 
close to him for a moment, and then loosening Jack's 
arms from about his neck, he spoke again quietly, but 
with the same sad and hopeless tone in which he had 
told his tale. 

" Dear boy, I have not spoken of this silent, but 
ever-present grief of mine for fourteen long years. 
God knows that those years have been passed in 
bitter tears of repentance and remorse. But, Jack, if 
I live to be an old man, I shall yet carry my sorrow 
with me to the grave. Nothing in this world can 
ever make me forget my sin for one short hour. But, 
Jack, I have not told you this sorrowful tale only to 
grieve and sadden you. I have told it to you that 
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you may avoid those reefs that my life's happiness 
and peace were wrecked on, that j^'ou may take warn- 
ing from the remorseful agony which I have created 
for myself. Do you avoid my folly, my madness, 
and my sin. Take care that you also may not fall 
into that same pitfall, that your obstinacy, reserve, 
and injustice to your father do not procure you in 
after-life an everlasting remorse, an undying regret, 
a vain and useless repentance, plunging you into 
despair because of its very hopelessness. Oh, my 
boy, take warning, take warning by me ! " 

But, Mr. Lane, you don't think my father has 
heart complaint?" asked Jack anxiously. 

** No I I am sure he has not. Jack, or at least he 
has not that I know of. But you must remember 
that, in the course of nature, children must lose their 
parents. Unless you yourself die of some accident 
or disease, your father will naturally die before you. 
Take care, then, that you have no retnorse to embitter 
your after-life. Take care, then, that you now treat 
your father in a way you will not fear to look back 
upon when he is gone from your side. Happy 
are those children to whose tears and sorrow for 
their parents' death are not added the pangs of 
a guilty conscience 1 

" Jack, no one can tell until that end comes how 
bitter and gnawing is the remorse. To see those 
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rigid, pale lips, which would so frankly have pro- 
nounced forgiveness, now incapable of doing so ! To 
long — with an endless, hopeless longing — for one 
tone, one glance of love, which would have been 
lavished on us had we but sought them earlier 1" 

Mr. Lane finished speaking, and turned his»glance, 
for the first time since beginning his story, on Jack. 
And the boy could see that his face was still drawn 
with pain, and had an aged, care-worn look ; it seemed 
as though years had been added to his age in the 
last half hour. 

** And now, my boy, I must send you home ; it is 
long past your usual time for returning, and I feel, 
too, that I must be alone for a while now." 

Jack rose instinctively, but no further words of 
farewell were spoken between pupil and tutor. 
But the boy took one of his friend's hands and 
clasped it in both of his, and with a low, "Thank 
you, sir, for telling me," not trusting himself 
to take another glance at Mr. Lane's sorrowful 
face. Jack turned and walked slowly and thoughtfully 
home. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A SHABBY TRICK. 

*• How comes this trick upon him t" 

— Shakespeare. 

ACK'S thoughts were so pensive and con- 
centrated on what he had just been listen- 
ing to, that he did not notice the rather un- 
usual fact of the avenue gate being open, nor did he 
observe the fresh marks of a vehicle upon the gravel 
of the avenue. If he had, he would have felt very 
much surprised, as visitors rarely drove up to Hill- 
side in the early part of the day. 

Suddenly, however, as a bend in the avenue brought 
him within sight of the house, what was his astonish- 
ment to see a cab, laden with luggage, standing in 
front of the porch door ! 

He quickened his steps, and as he reached the 
door, was met by Polly, who came flying out at the 
sight of him. 

" O Jacko ! what do you think ? " shrieked that 
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young person, wild with delight, and dancing round 
him in her excitement; **Aunt Milly's come to 
stay on a visit, and Cousin Dick, too. It has been 
such a surprise ; father intended it for one." 

'* Aunt Milly come, and Dick, on a visit ! " gasped 
Jack, crimsoning with pleasure. 

" Yes, here we are," said a voice near, as a merry- 
looking, black-eyed, curly-headed boy burst out of 
the house, and gave a hearty school-boy shake to 
Jack. 

This was Cousin Dick, a year younger than our 
friend Jack, and the favourite cousin and chum of 
both children. 

"Come in and see mother," exclaimed Dick, 
tugging his friend by the shoulder ; ** she's longing 
to see you." 

A pale-faced, gentle-looking, little widow was 
seated in the drawing-room with Mr. Gilbert, who 
rose as the children entered, and taking Jack's face 
between her hands, kissed it in a tender motherly 
fashion. 

" He grows more like you every day, John," said 
the little woman — turning to Mr. Gilbert as she spoke, 
and looking backwards and forwards from the boy's 
face to the father's. 

*' Do you think so } " answered her brother with 
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assumed carelessness, and trying to prevent a grati- 
fied look from coming into his face. 

*' Every one says I'm like father," said Jack proudly, 
with a shy glance towards his parent. 

" You are, no doubt, tired,'* said Mr. Gilbert, pushing 
his son into the background as he spoke ; for it was 
quite against his ideas of the fitness of things to 
make boys a subject of conversation before their 
faces. "Would you not like to rest in your room 
before we dine } " 

Mrs. Leslie was tired, as indeed she looked; so, 
attended by little Polly, she went to her room, and 
then having spoken to the child for a few minutes, 
bade her run off into the garden and join the boys. 

Mrs. Leslie was Mr. Gilbert's only sister, to whom 
he was much attached. She was several years 
younger than he was, and had married when very 
young. Dick was her only child ; and as his father 
had been dead now for four years, he was his mother's 
only hope and joy. 

A good, warm-hearted, sturdy fellow he was, too, 
with a chivalrous devotion to his mother, whom he 
considered to be under his own peculiar guardianship 
and care. Although a determined, bold, and some- 
what headstrong lad, naturally passionate and hot- 
tempered, he yet was completely under the control of 
his mild and gentle mother. In fact, the mere notion 
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of disobeying her never even entered his head, and 
his one anxiety was to comply with her every wish. 

Dick and Jack were always the greatest of friends. 
Indeed, both the little Gilberts looked upon their 
cousin almost as another brother, and loved him 
nearly as much as they did each other. 

It was only twice a year that Mrs. Leslie paid 
Hillside a visit, and then she never remained more 
than a month at a time ; but nurse had sometimes 
taken the two Gilbert children to stay with their 
aunt ; and in this way the three cousins had become 
very intimate. 

But although Mr. Gilbert's children dearly loved 
staying with their aunt, still as their father was 
seldom able to accompany them, and as Mrs. Leslie 
lived in a town, by far the happiest reunion be- 
tween the young people was when the Leslies visited 
Hillside. 

As for Dick, he looked upon a sojourn in the 
country as the pleasure of pleasures. Often, although 
a cheerful child naturally, he would envy the lot of 
Jack and Polly, who enjoyed gardens, green fields, 
woods and mountains, all the year round. 

" How long are you going to stay } " was the un- 
sophisticated but eager inquiry of Jack as the boys 
strolled about the grounds with their arms linked 
tocrether. 
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" For a month," answered Dick, " I only wish it 
was to be a year. Oh ! how delicious the air smells," 
he went on, drawing in with delight deep breaths 
as he spoke. 

" Yes, isn't it nice ? " said Jack ; " and do you know 
the lawn is to be mown in a few days, so you're just 
in time for corncrakes* eggs. Do you remember, 
Dick, we found two nests last year ? " 

" That I do ! I've a garland of blown eggs from 
them over the mantelpiece in my room at home; 
but Polly is to have whatever eggs there are in the 
lawn this year. Are you not, Polly } " he asked, 
as the little girl joined them and clung to his arm 
on her tip-toes. 

" Yes, Dick, this is my year, but I'm not going to 
blow my eggs. I'm going to set them under a hen, and 
have a lot of darling little corncrakes. Oh ! won't it 
be fun to see them running about after a hen, with 
their queer long legs ! " said Polly, clapping her hands. 

" But what will you do, old lady, if there isn't a hen 
clucking just when you get the eggs ? You know they 
won't come out if you let them once get cold," said 
Jack, with his superior wisdom. 

** Oh, I've settled all about that with nurse," an- 
swered Polly. " If there's no hen clucking, we're going 
to put them in a little basket, in a nest ever so soft 
and warm made of wool. Nurse has a lot of wool 
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in an old petticoat that she doesn't want. And we'll 
put the basket in the oven — down at the bottom where 
it's not i^ery hot, only just like what under a hen 
would be." 

*'How will you manage if there's a pie to be 
baked ?" asked Dick, who had a strong partiality for 
pastry. 

" Oh, we'll manage somehow," answered Polly 
vaguely but loftily. "Never fear, you'll have plenty 
of pies, Dick." 

'* I should think the most difficult part of the busi- 
ness would be to provide the little corncrakes with 
food if they ever do come out," said Jack thought- 
fully. 

" I never thought about that," replied Polly aghast. 
" Wouldn't it be awful if the dear little things were 
starved to death as soon as ever they were born } " 
she said with a blank look of dismay. 

'* Why, of course, they'd eat porridge and wheat, 
just like fowls do," said Dick reassuringly. 

But Jack shook his head. "That's just like a town 
fellow's idea, — everything must eat grain that has 
wings," he said. '' Fm afraid corncrakes live prin- 
cipally on flies and insects ; I think they're among 
the tribe of soft bills ; however, Polly, I'll look in my 
bird-book this evening," he added, as he noticed the 
little girl's look of disappointment, " and if they are, 
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we'll chop them up some meat very finely, and that 
will do every bit as well." 

The next morning Mr. Gilbert announced his 
determination of giving Jack his usual month's holi- 
day at once instead of later on in the summer; — a 
piece of information which greatly delighted all the 
children. Many were the games of Hide-and-Seek 
that were played now, and in the dusk of the evening 
shouts and shrieks through the house would proclaim 
that the children were at their favourite game of 
" ghost." 

The little Browns, too, were frequently invited to 
spend the day at Hillside, which quite resounded at 
this time with joyous voices and merry pranks. 

" Do you know what I have been asking father to 
let us do } " said Mrs. Leslie, one day, as Polly was 
perched on her knee. 

** No, aunty, what } " asked Polly. 

And—" Oh ! what, do tell us .? " chimed in both the 
boys simultaneously. 

." To take us all to spend a nice long day at Lake 
Iris," was the reply. 

" O Aunt Milly ! how jolly ! " 

'* Oh, how good of you ! " 

** Thank you so much, mother dear," exclaimed the 
children one after another. 

" We have asked the Browfts to come with us," 
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continued Mrs. Leslie. ** I went to them to-day, and 
found that a young friend of theirs, a boy about 
your own age, Dick, had come on a visit to them. 
His name is Roger Gordon, and he has brought a 
pony with him, so he can ride after the vehicles/' 

/'O mother! how / should like to ride, too," 
sighed Dick. 

Mrs. Leslie looked at her boy fondly, and answered 
with a smile, laying her hand on his shoulder — 

** I knew you would, Dick, so I have bespoken the 
use of Bailey's quiet Shetland pony' for the day — the 
one I hired for you last summer, my boy." 

*' Oh, thank you so much, mother,'* said Dick, beam- 
ing with joy ; "but how is Jack to go ? " 

" Jack is also to ride," said Mrs. Leslie, " and you 
two boys are to go down to the village to-night to 
hire Baffle, the cream-coloured pony, from the hotel. 
You are not afraid to manage him, are you, Jack .?" 

" Not I, aunty, I've often ridden him — why, he only 
kicks — that's just fun — /understand Baffle — I'd rather 
have a ride than anything." 

" Then, that is settled. You three boys are to ride. 
Your father and I are going in the phaeton. Florinda 
and Polly will sit together on the little front seat, 
Adolphus in the back seat, and Dr. and Mrs. Brown 
will drive in their gig." 

'* Oh, how delicious ! " 
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" How splendid ! " 

*' Shall we not have fun ! " were the exclamations of 
all the children. 

The happy day was to be the very next, so 
that evening Jack and Dick made their way down 
to the village, and begged that the pony, Baffle, 
should be up at Hillside, saddled and bridled, by 
ten o'clock. 

Next day was gloriously fine, and the Hillside 
phaeton was packed with its freight of provisions and 
people at precisely ten o'clock. Adolphus, however, 
had not yet arrived, so they were unable to start 
until he should come to take his place in the back 
seat. 

Dick was already mounted on Bailey's little rough 
pony, and Roger Gordon had cantered up, to join 
the boys, on his pony. Still there was no sign of 
Adolphus, nor yet of Jack's hired pony Baffle. 

Neither Florinda nor Roger could account for 
Adolphus's absence, as he had begged them some 
time ago to go up to Hillside, saying he would follow 
them in a few minutes. Accordingly, Dick volun- 
teered to ride down to the village and hasten Baffle's 
appearance, suggesting that he might then go on to 
the Browns' house, and look up Adolphus. 

This proposal of his was voted to be a good idea, 
and Mr. Gilbert, who was beginning to be impatient 
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at having to wait so long, told him to trot off and be 

as quick as he could. 

In a few minutes he was seen cantering up the 

avenue again, and as he drew near, the whole party 

could see that his face was red with indignation 

and his eyes bright with anger. 

"Adolphus bribed the stable-boy to give him 

Baffle just as he had him saddled for you, Jack, 

and he has ridden off after the Browns* gig, which 

started half an hour ago," shouted Dick as he came 

up. 

" Impossible ! " exclaimed Roger, with disgust 

"I'm sure, Dick, there must be some mistake," 

said Mrs. Leslie gently. 

" Has the gig started, are you quite sure ? " asked 

Mr. Gilbert. 

" Fm quite certain it has, Uncle John." 

"Then jump into Adolphus' seat at the back," 

said Mr. Gilbert to his son. " I'm determined not to 

wait any longer ; we shall be able to sift the mystery 

when we overtake them." 

But to overtake them was easier said than done, 

for although occasionally a glimpse was caught of 

the gig and the cream-coloured pony in the distance, 

yet Dr. Brown's fast-trotting mare still continued to 

keep up the advance of a mile she had gained in 

the beginning. 

H 
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Jack's face, as he sat in the back seat, was very 
blank, and for the first mile he could hardly prevent 
the tears from filling his eyes. 

In truth it was a great disappointment to the poor 
boy, for a ride was a very rare treat to him, and he 
had been looking forward with delight to the pro- 
spect of this one, which was now so disagreeably 
frustrated. 

" Have you any idea how the mistake could have 
arisen } " said Mrs. Leslie to Florinda, as she leaned 
forward to address the child. 

"I don't know — that is — I suppose Adolphus 
thought he was to ride, and that Jack was to go in 
the phaeton," answered Florinda in some confusion, 
and growing rather red. 

The fact was, that as the Brown children had not 
been brought up with any sense of honour, Florinda 
felt sure in her own mind that Adolphus had pos- 
sessed himself of the pony in some underhand 
way, but she felt and looked very much ashamed 
of the transaction. 

** What a bad, mean thing of him it was ; I'll never 
love Adolphus any more," burst in little Polly im- 
pulsively — her usual threat when very indignant 
with any one. 

" Hush ! hush ! Polly Hopkins," besought Jack, for 
he was a generous-minded boy, and pitied Florinda s 
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evident discomfiture, "rm sure he did not intend 
to do wrong." 

" I think you had better none of you notice the 
matter," said Mr. Gilbert, when there had been 
silence for some time; "we must remember that 
Adolphus is our guest to-day. I had rather you 
would say nothing to him in reproach," he con- 
tinued, turning round to Jack behind him, "just 
let him have Baffle for to-day, and you shall have 
a ride some day soon, my boy, instead." 

Mr. Gilbert spoke in a kind manner to Jack, 
much more softly and gently than he had done for 
some time past, and Jack's heart began to beat with 
pleasure at the thought of having an opportunity of 
gratifying his father. In fact, he began to feel quite 
glad now that Adolphus had cheated him out of the 
ride. 

" I will do as you wish, father," he answered with 
warmth. " Adolphus shall have the pony, and wel- 
come, to-day, and I won't say anything unpleasant 
to him about it." 

"That will be much the best, Jack dear," 
said Mrs. Leslie, who was always in favour of 
peace and kindness ; and Jack was further consoled 
by a look of gratitude at his forbearance from 
Florinda. 

" Papa would be so angry with him if he knew he 
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had deprived Jack of his ride even through a mis- 
take," the little girl said falteringly. 

" I don't believe he's made any mistake," muttered 
Polly, still in rebellion as to such merciful treatment 
of the usurper of Jack's pleasure. 

But an imploririg look and an expostulating, " Now, 
Polly Hopkins," from her brother, at length calmed, 
somewhat, that young lady's ire. 

"How did you find out about it, Dick.?" asked 
Roger Gordon, as the two boys walked their ponies 
down a steep hill at some distance from the phaeton. 
" I can hardly believe any fellow would play such a 
shabby trick." 

"There's no doubt whatever but that he did," 
was Dick's answer. "I went first about the pony, 
and found Shirley, the hotel-keeper, at his door. 
He told me that he had seen the pony saddled 
and bridled himself, and sent the stable-boy out 
of the yard with it, charging him to lead it up to 
Hillside. The boy came back in a few minutes and 
said that he had met Master Brown in the village, 
who had slipped half- a -crown into his hand, and 
said he would bring the pony to Hillside himself. 

" Shortly after this, Shirley saw Adolphus trotting 
as fast as he could up the hill after the doctor's 
gig. When I had heard this, still thinking there 
must be some mistake, I rode down to the Brown's 
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house, where I found from the servants that they 
had all started then some time. I don't believe, 
however, that Dr. or Mrs. Brown know anything 
about it I can't think how Adolphus has deceived 
them about the matter, because I know mother 
fully explained to Mrs. Brown how we were to go, 
and arranged that Adolphus was to be at Hillside 
at ten o'clock, to go in the back seat of the 
phaeton." 

"It was as nasty a trick as ever I've heard of," 
said Roger, who was an upright, gentlemanly lad. 

"I rather think it was," answered Dick with 
warmth, "so mean and underhand! Just fancy 
bribing the stable-boy. Faugh ! I do hate such low 
cunning. I say, Roger, I vote -w^give it to the cad 
well, when we arrive at Lake Iris ; I vote we just 
make him thoroughly ashamed of himself." 

" Yes, I vote we do ; I will help you and Jack as 
much as I can. Suppose we all cut him the whole 
day long, and then, of course. Jack will ride home 
with us!" 

"I think that would be a very good plan; we 
won't let him boat or fish with us, or speak to him 
all day. Even that will not be half bad enough 
punishment for him, but we can consult with Jack 
as soon as we arrive, and think of some other way 
of vexing him too." 
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" All right ! But see, the phaeton is nearly out of 
sight now, and we are at the bottom of the hill, 
suppose we have a good trot ! " said Roger. 

So both boys whipped up their ponies, and soon 
joined their friends. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

ILL-GOTTEN PLEASURE NO ENJOYMENT. 

" WhocTer'dreads punishment suffers it, and whoever deserves it, dreads it." 

—ColtcH. 

BAKE IRIS was about seven miles from 
Crosslin. Beside the lake there was a 
charming little shooting box, built in the 
style of a Swiss chalet, and the place belonged to 
an old friend of Mr. Gilbert's, who, however, only- 
made a short stay there for a few weeks in the 
shooting season. 

For the remainder of the year it was left in the 
charge of the steward and his wife, a respectable 
middle-aged couple of the name of Muffin. 

They lived in the lower part of the cottage. Mrs. 
Muffin was able to cook a picnic dinner for any 
friends of her master's who might have an order 
to spend a day in the place, and Muffin saw the 
horses put up and made comfortable, and gave 
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the key of the boat house to those who might 
wish for it. 

When Mr. Gilbert's phaeton drove up to the door 
of the shooting lodge, only Dr. Brown was to be 
seen on the gravel in front 

He came forward at once and helped Mrs. Leslie 
and the children to alight. 

"You see we won the race," he said, laughing. 
" I fancy you were a little late in starting, Gilbert." 
Then turning to Mrs. Leslie he added, " My wife 
is in the house unpacking her hamper, and I think 
Adolphus is helping her." 

" Then I will go in, too, and deliver my hamper 
to Mrs. Muffin, as I have something to be cooked," 
answered Mrs. Leslie as she left the gentlemen and 
went into the house. 

" So you would not ride, my boy t " said the doctor 
turning round to Jack ; " I'm afraid it was your good- 
nature that induced you to give up your pony to 
Adolphus," he added kindly. 

Jack muttered something about having "enjoyed 
the drive very much," and then afraid of further ques- 
tions, ran off to join the other two boys, who had 
ridden their ponies straight into the yard. 

On arriving there he heard their voices in the 
stable, and found them in high conclave, discussing 
Adolphus' faults and examining Baffle. 
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"Oh, here's Jack," cried Dick; "come along, old 
fellow, and help us to think of some good punish- 
ment for that horrid sneak, Adolphus." 

"We want to serve him out thoroughly," said 
Roger. 

"Oh, fellows, I've just come to beg you not to 
notice anything about it," exclaimed Jack ear- 
nestly. "Father has made it a special request to 
me to let things be as they are, and not make a 
fuss." 

" What ! *' exclaimed both the boys simultaneously, 
" say nothing and do nothing to the sneak ! Nonsense, 
we can't think' of that " 

But Jack was so very earnest in his pleading for 
silence on the subject, and represented so strongly 
that it would only irritate his father if he did not 
obey his wishes in the matter, that his two irate 
friends appeared at last somewhat more calm, and 
their wrath subsided. 

"I never heard of such a thing," said Dick at 
length in a sort of quiet despair ; " you mean to say 
that you'll actually let him ride home too ! " 

" Why, yes, Dick, father wishes it, and besides you 
know he has promised me Baffle for another day, 
to make up, and then we three can have a splendid 
ride together. Do let us go now and find Adolphus, 
and we'll all have a stroll round by the shore 
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It's not worth while boating or fishing before 
dinner." 

" Bah ! it's detestable to think of having to do the 
civil to that mean fellow," groaned Dick, as Jack, 
laughing, marshalled his two friends out of the 
stable by the shoulders. But when they came 
round to the lake they could see no signs of 
Adolphus, so Jack ran into the house to look for 
him. He found him in one of the sitting-rooms 
of the cottage, looking moody and unhappy, and 
roaming about the room in an aimless, listless sort 
of way. 

At the sight of Jack he grew crimson, and looked 
as miserable a hang-dog sort of boy as one could 
see. 

Jack, however, pretended to notice nothing of 
this, but said in a cheerful tone, drawing Adolphus' 
arm within his own, " Come along, old fellow, we 
want you to join us in a ramble round the lake be- 
fore dinner." In truth, he pitied the wretched boy 
when he saw his woe-begone, miserable countenance. 

Adolphus was considerably astonished at Jack's 
mode of treating him. He had feared meeting him 
very much, for we always dread those whom we 
have wronged, and Jack's cordial manner now to him 
first utterly astounded him, and then made him feel 
more unhappy than ever. 
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Oh, how often during that ride had the wretched 
boy longed that he had not acted so basely ! 

It seemed to him as he trotted along by his 
father's gig that he had never felt more uncomfortable 
or unhappy. 

When the thought first crossed his mind that he 
would intercept the pony and bribe the stable-boy, 
he had fancied that the delights of a ride would make 
up for any stings of conscience or loss of self-respect 
that he might endure, but during the ride, and, indeed, 
almost as soon as he had vaulted into the saddle, he 
felt how mistaken and vain such a notion was ! This 
is always the way we feel when we have procured an 
ill-gotten pleasure ; but Adolphus had no idea how 
unpleasant his sensations would be until he began to 
experience them ! 

As they walked across the close-cropt lawn to 
join the other boys, Adolphus began to mutter some 
sort of vindication or excuse for his conduct. 

" I hope you didn't mind my having the pony ? The 
stable-boy said, that is, he seemed to think, that you 
didn't care to ride to-day." 

But even as he spoke, he reddened up to the roots 
of his hair at the number of lies he was telling ! 
Ever since he had committed that mean act it seemed 
as though he had to plunge himself from one set of 
falsehoods into another; for he had had to invent a 
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whole tissue of lies to his father and mother as he 
rode by their side. 

^*0h, I don't mind at all your having the pony," 
said Jack reassuringly ; ** you can have him and wel- 
come for to-day. I can ride some other day, you 
know." 

Just then they joined the other boys, who greeted 
Adolphus in a cold, sullen manner, as if they were 
very much disgusted at having to speak to him at all. 

The walk round the lake was a constrained, dull 
sort of an affair, and Adolphus had the additional 
misery of feeling that not only had he completely 
spoiled his own day's pleasure, but that of his young 
companions besides. 

The sound of the dinner bell was a relief to them 
all, and the unpleasant constraint wore slightly off 
the boys' manners during the repast. 

Little Polly, however, still sent flashes oif anger 
and scorn out of her bright ^y^s across the table at 
Adolphus, who looked every way to avoid her indig- 
nant glances. 

When the sweet dishes were placed on the table, 
and it came to Polly's turn to be helped, her aunt 
asked her what she would have. 

Now there was a big apple-pie in front of Adolphus, 
and that dish was a delicacy that Polly was well 
known to be particularly fond of. 
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To the astonishment of all present, however, Polly 
answered Mrs. Leslie in a loud and scornful tone, 
first staring at Adolphus and then closing her eyelids 
as she withdrew her glance from him with a comical 
look of disgust. 

" I don't care what I have, thank you, aunty, so 
long as I don't get any of that horrid apple-pie !" 

Dr. and Mrs. Brown looked considerably mys- 
tified and astonished at Polly's vehemence, whilst 
a titter was heard from the boys, and even over 
Mr. Gilbert's grave face a faint smile flitted for a 
moment. 

And then it seemed as if that unlucky apple-pie 
was disliked by every one, for the^grown people had 
not partaken of it, and as Adolphus politely offered 
some to each of the other boys in succession, a short 
"No, thank you," was the invariable answer he 
received. 

At last kind-hearted Mrs. Leslie, pitying the boy's 
evident discomfiture, asked for some, and poor Adol- 
phus brightened up a little. 

After dinner the boys started off with their fish- 
ing-rods to try for some small trout that were to be 
found in a stream near, whilst the rest of the party 
went out for a row on the lake. As the boys walked 
to the stream two and two, Roger Gordon and Dick 
Leslie fell a little behind the other two. 
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"I say, Dick," began Roger, "Adolphus means 
us three to ride home together, but I vote we don't 
gratify him by doing so." 

" rd a great deal rather not ride with him, I'm 
sure," was the reply ; '* but how can we avoid it ? " 

" Suppose you and I start half an hour before the 
rest ; — mount in the yard, and ride out quietly by 
that little lane that leads to the high road, instead 
of going in front of the house and down the 
avenue ? " 

** A capital idea ! " cried Dick joyously ; ** but what 
time do the others start, do you know ? " 

*'At six precisely. I heard Mr. Gilbert arrange 
that with Dr. Brown before they got into the boat ; so 
will you meet me in the stable-yard at half-past five ? 
ril saddle the ponies myself, and have them ready, 
so that we can then start at once." 

" Agreed 1 Oh, what a splendid plan ! Let us 
hasten on now, though, or they will suspect us of 
hatching some plot. Don't tell Jack anything about 
it, or he will spoil all." 

The four boys fished all the afternoon. Between 
them they landed two trout of about three inches in 
length, caught four others, who shabbily but wisely 
made their escape, had a few hundred premonitory 
" nibbles," which each time caused great excitement 
but came to nothing in the end, and lost between 
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two and three shillings' worth of hooks ! On the 
whole, however, they considered their afternoon's 
fishing by no means a failure. 

After tea, which they all had on the lawn in front 
of the cottage, and for the provision of which Mrs. 
Muffin had distinguished herself by making a much 
appreciated hot cake, the children, girls included, 
rambled down to the water's edge, and there amused 
themselves by making "ducks and drakes" on its 
shining surface. Roger alone did not join in the enter- 
tainment, but stood with his hands in his pockets 
gazing abstractedly over the lake. 

Suddenly, however, he seemed to make up his mind 
on the subject which he was considering, and bend- 
ing down to Jack, who was a little apart from the 
others, he asked him hurriedly if he could give him 
a pin. 

Jack, engaged just at that moment in the produc- 
tion of a peculiarly successful " duck and drake," and 
busily employed in watching and counting aloud its 
numerous leaps, merely threw Polly's queer pincushion 
on the sand by his side, and bade Roger take it. 
Without needing to be told a second time, Roger 
snatched it up and ran off in the direction of the 
house. 

Punctually at the appointed hour Dick stole 
quietly into the stable-yard, where he found his 
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companion, Roger, waiting for him with the two 
ponies ready saddled, and rather in a fuss to be off. 

In two minutes the boys had thrown themselves 
into their saddles, and quietly trotted down the lane 
that led to the high-road. 

They were not discovered by any one, and con- 
gratulated each other on their successful ruse. 

As they rode home, Dick could see that Roger 
was highly pleased with himself, and that he was 
inwardly chuckling with glee all the way. Dick, 
however, concluded that it was with pleasure at the 
thought of Adolphus' discomfiture when he should 
discover that they had started without him ; and as 
he, too, was greatly pleased at what they had done, 
Roger's behaviour did not astonish him. 

As the two boys had started so much before the 
rest, they decided that they would make a tour home 
through a park that lay on their road and have a 
good gallop on the grass, and by doing this they 
calculated that they would be home only a few min- 
utes before the rest 

The galloping, however, was found to be so 
delicious in the fresh evening air, that it was pro- 
longed far more than they had first intended, so 
that as they wound up the avenue at last to Hillside, 
they felt sure the rest of the party must have long 
since arrived. 
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They were therefore not a little astonished when 
Bailey informed them that no one but themselves 
had yet returned. 

Roger then said good-bye to Dick, as he was 
obliged to go to Dr. Brown's to have his pony 
put up. 

After he had departed, Dick paced up and down 
the short upper avenue through which his friends 
would arrive, but one hour passed, then another, and 
yet no signs of the returning party 

It was now nearly dark, and Dick began to grow 
thoroughly uneasy. 

. **I wonder what's keeping the master?" said Bailey, 
as he stood by Dick, and peered through the gather- 
ing darkness. 

"O Bailey! I do hope there's nothing gone wrong," 
said Dick, as he looked up into the gardener's face. 
Bailey shook his head and began to crack his 
knuckles, a sure sign with him of perturbation of 
spirit 

"Nurse is wringing her hands inside, and nearly 
tearing her hair out ; she says she's sure something's 
happened." 

Just as he spoke, nurse came out of the house with 

her apron over her head, and at the same moment a 

form was seen entering the top avenue gate, that 

they were unable to recognise in the dusk. 

I 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A CONFESSION. 

**If it be confessed, it is not redressed.** 

— Shakesptare. 

^sjggHEN the figure at the end of the avenue 
If IPs came nearer, Dick exclaimed, *'Why, it's 
'"^^^ Roger Gordon ! '* 

So it was indeed, and as he came quite close, they 
could see that his face was deadly pale, and that his 
eyes were nearly starting out of his head with terror. 

**0 Dick!" he exclaimed in a trembling voice, 
" what can be keeping them so late } do you think 
there can have been an — accident?" 

" Tm afraid it looks like it," answered Dick, " for 
they ought to have been here hours ago. But how 
did you know they had not returned } and what 
brings you in at this avenue, instead of the lower one 
which is nearest the doctor's house ? " 

Then it appeared that Roger had hurried straight 
back as soon as he had seen his pony stabled ; had 
inquired at the lodge of the upper gate if the party 
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had returned; and finding it had not, had been walk- 
ing up and down the road ever since in a great state 
of anxiety. 

Just as he was speaking, wheels were heard crunch- 
ing the gravel, and in another moment the phaeton 
was driven up to the door. 

Mr. Gilbert, however, was not in it, but Mrs. Brown 
was occupying his seat, and Jack was driving from 
the back of the phaeton. The whole party looked 
white and frightened, and Mrs. Brown and the^ two 
little girls were crying. 

" What has happened ? " cried Dick eagerly, whilst 
Roger moved his lips as if to ask some similar 
question, but no sound came from them. 

" The pony has thrown Adolphus," answered Mrs. 
Leslie in a low, grave voice, ** and we fear he is very 
much hurt; his father and Mr. Gilbert, with the assist- 
ance of two men, are carrying him home on a door. 
The gig has been put up at a cottage, as we could 
find no one to drive it; the shaft of our phaeton 
came off just as we were near home, and we had to 
stop to have it mended." 

Then Mrs. Leslie lifted Polly into the house, and 
Jack silently took his seat in front, to drive Mrs. 
Brown and Florinda home. 

" I will send nurse down to help you at once," 
said Mrs. Leslie, pressing the weeping mother's hand ; 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



132 DOGGED JACK. 

'* and be sure you send for me if you think I could 
be of any assistance." 

Mrs. Brown thanked her in a broken voice, and 
then Jack drove smartly off. 

" Why ! Where's Roger ? " said Dick, as they turned 
to go into the house ; " he was here this moment." 

" I daresay he has gone up the road to meet the 
others, and see if he can be of any use in carry- 
ing that poor boy home. I fear he is terribly 
hurt." 

" O mother 1 shall I go too ? perhaps I could help 
also." 

**No, Dick, I think you had better not; there are 
plenty to carry him home, and you would only be in 
the way," answered Mrs. Leslie, as she closed the porch 
door, and led Polly into the sitting-room. 

"How did it happen.^" asked Dick, when nurse 
had been despatched to poor Mrs. Brown's aid, and 
tired little Polly had been carried up to bed in 
Sally's strong arms. 

** I don't exactly know," answered Mrs. Leslie ; "we 
had not long started, when, as we were going down 
a steep hill, Baffle suddenly began to kick furiously, 
and in two or three minutes he had pitched Adolphus, 
who fell on his head ; the doctor fears some terrible 
injury has been done to the spine." 

" How dreadful ! Baffle was always a kicking brute. 
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— but I thought Adolphus was a pretty good horse- 
man." 

" I never saw Baffle kick anything like so viciously 
as he did to-day ; I don't think either that Adolphus 
has a steady seat, and he is extremely nervous. We 
could see how frightened he was as soon as the pony 
became restive, and I believe he completely lost his 
presence of mind." 

Just then Jack entered the room. He said Adol- 
phus had been carried into the doctor's house as 
he left. 

" How did he seem ?" asked Mrs. Leslie ; "had he 
recovered consciousness } " 

"Yes, I think so," said Jack, "the poor fellow was 
groaning with pain at the movement, though they 
were carrying him ever so slowly and gently: he 
looks fearfully bad." 

"When will your father be back, do you know, 
Jack, for I must have tea ready, he will be fairly 
worn out } " 

"He'll be up almost at once, aunt; as soon as 
he has helped to carry Adolphus upstairs to bed. 
There, I hear him nowl" said Jack, running out to 
open the door for his father. 

Mr. Gilbert looked very grave and anxious as he 
entered the room, and threw himself into his chair 
without a word. 
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Mrs. Leslie handed him some tea, and then asked 
how he thought Adolphus was. 

Mr. Gilbert shook his head ominously — "Very 
seriously injured — IVe just telegraphed up to town 
for Dr. H and Dr. A /* mentioning two cele- 
brated physicians who lived in a large seaport town 
near. 

For some time they all sat in silence, each engaged 
in sad and apprehensive forebodings, and then Mr. 
Gilbert turned to Dick, and spoke to him suddenly 
and sharply — 

"What made you and Roger start before the 
others } " 

Dick got rather red and looked perplexed, and 
turned round to Jack. 

Jack answered the appeal by an impjoring glance, 
which meant — " Don't say anything unkind of that 
poor fellow, now he is hurt." 

But Mr. Gilbert only noticed Jack's beseeching 
expression, and as he knew nothing of what had 
passed between the boys, that look of his son's 
puzzled him a good deal. 

"We wanted to ride together through — that is, 
we went to the demesne, to have some good gallops 
on the grass," replied Dick, who also felt that he 
could not bear to say anything harsh of Adolphus 
now. 
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Mr. Gilbert said nothing to this rather lame 
explanation of Dick's, but he looked gjraver than 
ever. 

Shortly after this the two boys were ordered 
peremptorily off to bed ; but Mr. Gilbert and Mrs. 
Leslie decided to wait up together, in order to hear 
the doctors' report, which nurse was to bring up to 
Hillside sts soon as they had examined Adolphus. 

The two boys nodded to each other in silence, 
as they lit their candles in the hall, and went to their 
bedrooms with heavy hearts. 

It was a long time before Jack fell asleep, and 
when he did so, he had all kinds of troubled dreams. 
His last dream was that he was carrying Adolphus, 
wounded, on his back, and had to make super- 
human efforts against a storm of wind and hail. 
His struggles were so great that they woke him, 
and he immediately perceived that what had 
suggested the ide^- of the hail was, that some one 
was throwing gravel up against his window, and 
the noise it made against the glass was exactly 
like that of hail. 

At first he felt a little frightened, but when he 
remembered that burglars or murderers were not 
in the habit of attracting attention to their where- 
abouts, he crept over to the window, drew back the 
curtain, and opened the shutters a few inches. 
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As he did so, he found that the day had already 
broken, and that the sky was tinged with the glorious 
crimson which announces the sunrise. 

At first he could see nothing to account for the 
noise which he had heard, but in a few minutes he 
saw a boy's form creep out from some evergreens 
underneath the window, and stoop down to the 
ground for another handful of gravel. 

When he raised his face to take aim at the window, 
what was Jack's astonishment to find that the boy 
was no other than Roger Gordon. 

Then the thought suddenly flashed through his 
mind that he had come at this early hour to bring 
news of Adolphus, and that it might, perhaps, be the 
awful tidings of death ! 

He was about to raise the sash of the window, 
when he saw Roger shake his head at him vehe- 
mently, put his finger across his lips to impose 
silence, and make signs that he was to come down 
stairs and out to him. 

More than ever convinced that the news to be 
communicated must be fatal, and that, therefore, the 
house was not to be disturbed at this early hour to 
hear of such a sad event. Jack hastily but quietly 
threw on some clothes, and crept downstairs with 
his shoes in his hand. 

He found but little . difficulty in opening the 
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porch door without making a noise, for many- 
bolts and bars were not required in that peaceful 
neighbourhood; and in a few minutes more both 
boys were standing in the fresh and dewy morning 
air. 

But when Jack looked into his friend's face, he 
was indeed astounded at the change which he found 
there. Round Roger's eyes were large black circles, 
whilst his whole face was drawn, haggard, and 
utterly unlike himself. 

" Adolphus is — dead ? " Jack gasped, as he gazed 
on Roger. 

But Roger shook his head. 

" He's not dead — not yet — but, O Jack ! come 
away from the front of the house into some place 
where I can talk to you without fear of being dis- 
covered or overheard," 

Jack, very much amazed at the request, for if 
Adolphus were no worse, what was the object of 
such secresy, — drew Roger into the short avenue 
and pointed to the seat amongst the laurels. 

Roger sank into it as if he were utterly exhausted, 
and pulled Jack down beside him. 

" O Jack ! " he said, taking both his hands into 
his as he spoke, "will you be my friend, will you 
save me ? " 

Jack opened his eyes in utter surprise, then seeing 
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the complete dejection of his friend's ^yhole appear- 
ance he answered — 

*'0f course, I'll be your friend, old fellow; I like 
you very much, though I haven't known you very 
long ; but, save you I what do you mean ? and what 
am / to save you from ? " 

"Jack," said Roger, in a hollow voice, "/ shall be 
hung!'' 

" You'll be — hung I " cried Jack, very much 
alarmed, for he felt almost sure now that his friend 
had gone stark staring mad. "Why you must be 
raving I " and as he used the last word he felt what 
an unfortunately appropriate adjective it was to 
apply to a lunatic! 

"I'm not raving," said Roger sadly, "what I 
mean is, it is I who have killed Adolphus!" 

" You have killed Adolphus! Don't talk such 
nonsense, my dear fellow," answered Jack reassur- 
ingly, but looking at Roger attentively as he 
spoke. 

But Roger shook his head. 

"It was / who put the pin in the saddle," he 
said. 

A glimmering of the truth began to creep into 
Jack's mind. 

" I put the pin into the saddle on purpose to make 
Baffle kick," he repeated, " but I only wanted to give 
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Adolphus a fright ; I never thought he couldn't stick 
on, I never thought he would be k — k — ^killed," said 
poor Roger, now sobbing bitterly. 

"But he isn't killed, perhaps he will get well," 
Jack said — horror at the confession he had just heard, 
and pity for his friend's misery, struggling together 
in his breast. 

'* He won't get well — the doctors were with him 
last night — they say he can only live a few days," 
sobbed Roger. 

Jack thought involuntarily of a similar sort of 
position in which he had been, when he too had 
played a practical joke, meaning to do no harm ; 
and his whole heart went out in pity and sympathy 
toward the unhappy boy weeping bitterly beside 
him. 

*' Poor old fellow ! I do pity you, I do wish I could 
help you ! " he said. 

" I've no one to speak to about it. I dare not tell 
theml' groaned Roger. " I came up to ask you to 
promise not to tell any one that you lent me the 
pin-cushion — nobody saw you give it me — ^they'll 
never know, if you don't tell. Oh, I'm so afraid of 
being hung — if he dies, I shall be hung — that is, if it's 
known. Oh, promise me you'll never tell." 

'* I will promise, I do promise," said Jack earnestly. 
But at the same time the thought crossed his mind 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I40 DOGGED JACK. 

that this new friend seemed to be more unhappy 
about what misfortune might happen to himself as 
the result of his act, than about the probable death 
of his victim, poor Adolphus ! 

Jack's promise seemed greatly to relieve Roger's 
mind, and after a few more words the two boys 
separated. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

OLD PASSIONS AROUSED. 

" The flaws of the soul resemble the wounds of the body ; the scar always 
appears, and there is danger of its breaking out again." 

— La Rochefoucauld. 

nT was the second day after the accident, and 
late in the afternoon, when Muffin, the 
bailiff of Lake Iris, made his appearance at 
the glass porch-door of Hillside, and rang the bell in 
a somewhat hesitating manner. 

" Please, sir, can the bailiff from Lake Iris see you ? " 
asked Bessie, the parlour maid, of Mr. Gilbert a few 
minutes later. 

"Muffin!" exclaimed that gentleman, considerably 
astonished, " certainly, if he wishes it. Show him into 
the study, and I'll be there in a minute." 

'* Good afternoon to you, sir, and I hope you'll 
excuse the liberty I've took in calling," said Muffin, 
as Mr. Gilbert entered the room, shuffling about from 
one leg to another as he spoke, and looking thoroughly 
uncomfortable. 
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" Not at all, Muffin, not at all," answered Mr. Gilbert 
with his usual courtesy, but wondering very much at 
the same time what the bailiff could have to say 
to him. " Pray, let me know if there is any way 
in which I can be of use to you." 

" You're very kind, sir, — but I came down to men- 
tion something I think ought to be known. I didn't 
like to trouble Mr. Brown, being in such a fret, like, 
now about Master Adolphus. You've heard, sir, no 
doubt, how the accident was caused ? " 

" Why, I was present you know, Muffin. I saw the 
poor fellow thrown off," 

" I don't mean only that, sir — I mean how some 
one put a pin in the saddle to make the pony kick." 

"A pin in the saddle ! "exclaimed Mr. Gilbert very 
much shocked ; " no, I've not heard that ! indeed, I 
think you must be mistaken, — no one could be so 
madly wicked, Muffin ! " 

But the bailiff shook his head. " There's not a doubt 
about it, sir. Tom, the post-boy, told me this morn- 
ing — he sleeps at Shirley's — and says 'twas only this 
morning the stable-boy found the pin, as he was 
cleaning the saddle. He says it must have been 
one of the young gentlemen did it through spite, like, 
against Master Adolphus ! " 

Mr. Gilbert's face grew dark and angry. 

" He'd no right to say that. How can any one tell 
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that the pin might not have been in the saddle when 
the pony left the hotel ? how can one know that that 
very post-boy may not have put it in himself? or that 
it might not have got into the saddle long ago quite 
by accident ? " 

Mr. Gilbert spoke in a loud, annoyed tone ; for, in 
fact, some unpleasant thoughts were beginning to 
creep into his mind. 

" It wasn't in the saddle when the beast left Cross- 
lin, or he'd never have come up to the lake so quiet ; 
and the stable-boy, he'd have no call to put it in ; 
besides, sir," continued Muffin, tugging at his pocket, 
and taking from thence a small object which he 
placed on the table, " I found that thing next morn- 
ing amongst the straw, when I was making up the 
horses' bedding ! " 

It was Jack's pincushion ! 

As Mr. Gilbert's eyes fell on the well-known 
article, all the colour died out of his face. 

" I'll undertake to say that was dropt in the stable 
the day of the picnic, for 'tis none of ours ; and I am 
very much mistaken if it don't belong to one of the 
young gentlemen," said Muffin grimly. " It was to 
tell you this, and give you this, I came down to-day 
from Lake Iris, Mr. Gilbert," he concluded, pushing 
Polly's little pincushion across the table as he spoke. 

Mr. Gilbert took it up, though his hand shook a 
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little as he did so, and for a few minutes he said 
nothing, only turned it about in his fingers as if 
trying to recognise it. 

Alas 1 he knew it only too well ! It was Jack's, the 
very little gift which Polly had made him ! 

But, oh ! was it possible that his boy, his Jack, could 
do anything so wicked as this ? It was only a few 
months ago, too, that he had had such a dreadful 
lesson on the subject of practical jokes, and as for 
this act, it was far, far worse than a joke. There 
was, as Muffin remarked, evidently spite mixed up 
with this trick, and there was also, what Mr. Gilbert 
abhorred more than anything else, a low underhand 
cunning. For had not his son promised him that he 
would let Adolphus' unkind act in possessing him- 
self of the pony pass without remark or unpleasant- 
ness ; and was it then possible that he could bring- 
himself to retaliate in such a manner immediately 
afterwards } It was surely impossible ! he could not 
have done it, it must have been one of the other boys. 
And yet as this last thought passed through Mr. 
Gilbert's mind, he bethought him that the other two 
boys had no such grudge against Adolphus as Jack 
had, and, again, it was Jaclis pincushion ! 

At all events, he must now give this man some 
answer, and of one thing he was determined, — ^he 
would not condemn his son unheard. 
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So he said in as careless a voice as he was able 
to assume — 

"I will have this matter looked into, Muffin. 
You were quite right to let me know about it at 
once," and as he spoke he put Jack's pincushion 
into his breast-pocket, " but I need not now detain 
you any longer." 

*' Thankee, sir," said the bailiff, taking up his hat 
" I'm glad you think I have done right ; it's nothing 
of my concern, I know ; I wish you good-day, sir," 
and so saying, the man made his way out of the 
room. 

Mr. Gilbert, when he was left alone, threw himself 
into his chair and buried his face in his hands. 

Long he sat there, buried in gloomy and bitter 
thoughts. ** O Jack ! my boy, my son, my son ! " was 
the cry of his heart, ** would to God you were inno- 
cent of this ! " 

At last he roused himself, and began to think in 
what way it would be best to investigate the matter. 
Should he question Jack first, or Dick, or both boys 
together ? or should he send down to the village for 
Roger Gordon and speak to the whole three of 
them? And then he remembered that Dick and 
Roger had ridden both to and from Lake Iris to* 
gether; that they had been talking to each other 

K 
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almost all that day; and that they had evidently 
some secret understanding with each other as to 
their early return home. 

And as Mr. Gilbert thought of this he brightened 
up considerably. Surely those two boys were ac- 
complices together, and his Jack had had nothing 
to say to their plan. How he wished it were 
indeed so! He felt he could easily forgive these 
wild boys if only his son had known nothing about 
it. For if they had done it, it would be from some 
boyish idea of avenging Jack, heedless of accident 
and danger; whereas it would be very different if 
his son had acted thus, just after having given that 
promise to his father, and having had lately so 
severe a lesson with regard to Sally! 

And as he thought the subject over and over, he 
felt more than ever assured that Dick and Roger 
were the culprits. One thing seemed clear, at all 
events, that if this latter were the case, either of 
these boys would be sufficient to question, and 
there would be no need to send down for Roger. 
How they had got hold of Jack's pincushion he could, 
of course, find out from Dick, 

Finally, he decided first to catechise that young 
gentleman, for which purpose he rang the bell, and 
gave orders that Master Leslie should be sent to 
him ; afterwards he could speak, if necessary, to Jack ; 
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but how earnestly he hoped that he might not have 
to do so ! 

In a few minutes Dick was in the room, and looking 
up into his face with his bright open countenance. 

"Did you want to speak to me, uncle? " he asked. 

"Yes, Dick," and then Mr. Gilbert paused, for in 
truth he hardly knew how to begin his questioning. 

At last he thought of a good plan, and taking out 
the pincushion from his pocket and holding it to- 
wards Dick, he asked — 

** Have you ever seen that before } " at the same time 
fixing his glance piercingly on the lad's countenance. 

•* No, uncle, I have not," answered Dick without a 
moment's hesitation, and looking very much aston- 
ished at such a query. " What is it ? oh, I see," he 
added, as he took the little object into his hand, "it's 
a pincushion, and very badly made too ; the maker 
needn't be proud of it, I'm sure." 

Mr. Gilbert's heart sank as he heard the boy's free 
remarks, and noticed his frank, ingenuous manner. 

Clearly there was no guilt there ! 

But to make sure, he began to tell Dick of Muffin's 
visit, how the accident had been caused by a pin 
stuck in the saddle, and how the pincushion had 
been found amongst the straw in the stable at Lake 
Iris, 

" Now, tell me, Dick," he said, for he knew the boy 
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to be truthful, "did you do this, or do you know 
anything about it ? " 

" I didn't do it ; indeed, uncle, I wouldn't do such a 
thing as that ; I never heard of anything so horrid ! 
I can't think, either, who can have done it ; but on 
my word of honour, / didn't, nor do I know anything 
whatever about it." 

" That is enough, Dick ; I know you always speak 
the truth ; I wonder if Roger Gordon could have 
had" Mr. Gilbert went on hesitatingly. 

"I'm certain it wasn't Roger," broke in Dick 
decidedly, '* why,he and I were together all day ! We 
did plan to ride off without Adolphus in the evening; 
I'm sure if he had thought of doing a trick like that 
he would have told me." 

Mr. Gilbert said nothing to this. It was just what 
he thought himself, and he could not bear to tell 
even Dick that the pincushion was Jack's, and that 
he suspected his own son of this foul deed. So he 
dismissed the lad, rang the bell again, and ordered 
Jack to be sent to him at once. 

Jack, when the message was brought him, was 
up in the nursery playing " Cat's Cradle" with Polly. 
He was seated at the open window with the child 
on his knee. 

" Bother daddy ! " said that young person irre- 
verently, when she heard that Jack had to leave her. 
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"Never mind, Polly Hopkins," said Jack con- 
solingly, as he unwound the string from his big 
fingers and from her fat, little, pudgy ones, "well 
play more by and by." 

"But I do mind — I want to play now — daddy 
is a bother," said Polly rebelliously ; " kiss me, Jacko, 
before you go." 

Jack stooped ddwn to the vexed, but affectionate 
little face, and kissed the rosy mouth. Then he 
went downstairs and opened the study door. 

"I believe this is yours," said his father sternly, 
as soon as the boy was well into the room, handing 
him the pincushion. 

" It is, father," said Jack, as he took it ; and as he 
remembered to whom he had lent it, and of the use 
to which it had been put, he grew scarlet. 

His father, as he observed what he felt persuaded 
were the marks and proof of guilt, grew more and 
more hard and severe. 

"Where do you think that has been found V* he 
thundered out at the boy. " It has been found at 
Lake Iris, in the stable, and it has also been dis- 
covered that Adolphus' accident was caused by a 
pin stuck in the saddle. Do you know anything 
of this?" 

" I do, father," answered Jack quietly, though the 
colour began to forsake his face. 
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''You knew of it," said his father scornfully ; "you 
knew of it, and permitted it, after my request made 
to you ; did you do it yourself, Jack ? " 

The boy waited for a moment to think how he 
could clear himself without inculpating his friend. 
He had already confessed to a knowledge of the 
deed, and his father understood by this that he had 
known of the trick when it was being acted, but 
he saw now that it would be impossible to explain 
how and when he had gained such knowledge with- 
out bringing Roger Gordon into trouble. The best 
and safest plan, he thought, would be to preserve 
silence on all points, except that he himself had not 
actually done the deed. 

"I — didn't — put — the pin in the saddle," he said 
slowly. 

"You didn't put the pin in the saddle, but yet 
you confess to a knowledge of the whole transaction ! 
You think to escape by such a mean quibble as 
that! " cried Mr. Gilbert wrathfuUy ; "if you didn't 
put it in, who did? answer me that, sir." 

But Jack stood before him in perfect silence. 

How could he answer such a question as that.? 
Did not the safety of Roger Gordon's life hang 
on his not replying? For, boy-like, he knew as 
little of the law of the land as Roger did, and 
really believed that his friend would certainly be 
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hung if the truth were known, and Adolphus 
died. 

" Had you your pincushion in your pocket on the 
day we were at Lake Iris ? " asked Mr. Gilbert. 

" I had, father," replied Jack, who considered this 
to be an admission that could harm no one. 

" Did you lend it to any one, or was it out of your 
own possession any part of the day ? " 

To this question, also, Jack made no reply ; it was 
as impossible to do so as to confess who had put the 
pin in the saddle. 

" I command you to tell me if you lent it," said 
Mr. Gilbert, the stern hard look making his face set 
and inflexible. 

Still Jack spoke not one word. 

At this obdurate silence his father grew enraged. 

"Do you absolutely refuse to answer me?" he 
cried to the boy in a loud voice, as a dark frown 
settled itself on his brow. 

Jack looked up for one moment at his father, and 
then the old sullen expression came into his face. 

"If you don't answer me I'll force you to," said 
Mr. Gilbert, as he noticed the sullen look, and as 
he spoke he laid a hand, which trembled with agi- 
tation, on a stout riding-whip that hung over the 
chimney-piece. 

As Jack saw the movement, all the blood in his 
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body seemed to rush into his face. His father had 
once or twice before flogged him for obstinacy and 
disobedience, but each time the boy had felt the 
whip across his shoulders, it had roused all the evil 
in his nature to fury. 

"You shall never force me! I refuse to answer 
your questions! I'll never answer them," he cried 
out in his passion, as if the demon of obstinacy and 
wilfulness possessed him. 

The words were hardly out of his lips when his 
father caught him by the shoulder with one hand, 
then raising the other in which the whip was, he 
flogged him more heavily and severely than he had 
ever done before. 

As each sharp blow descended on his shoulders, 
Jack's lips seemed to grow tighter together, and his 
eyes flashed with rage and fury. But he never once 
uttered a cry. Never yet when enduring his floggings 
had he called out, although the pain was so great 
that it required a mighty effort to prevent himself 
doing so. 

For a few moments Mr. Gilbert ceased beating the 
boy, though he still held him tightly in his grasp. 

"Will you answer me nowf** he said in a low, 
half-exhausted voice, for to punish his son corporeally 
gave him anguish that Jack little knew of. 
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"I will not! ril never answer!" Jack nearly 
shouted, maddened with pain and rage. 

At these words Mr. Gilbert began to flog him 
again, still more heavily. 

"Will you answer now?'* he asked, when he 
thought he must have overcome the boy's obduracy. 

" No ! " shouted Jack again, " No I No ! Nol " 

In absolute despair Mr. Gilbert threw the whip 
from him and released his son. 

" Get you gone from my sight ; you're the curse 
of my life !" he cried in bitterness and despair. 

And Jack turned from his father, left the room, 
took his hat mechanically from its peg in the hall, 
and walked out of the house. 

Down the avenue he went, his blood boiling with 
fury, and out on the road, not knowing at first where 
he was going. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

RUN AWAY FROM HOME. 

" Every tedious stride I make, 
Will but remember me, what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 
Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 
To foreign passages, and in the end, 
Having my freedom, boast of nothing else 
But that I was a journeyman to grief? " 

— Shakesjkare* 

H, how sore and bitter and miserable was 
Jack's heart as he trudged along the road. 
His thoughts were so confused at first that 
he was scarcely able to discern one idea from another. 
All he seemed able to feel was an intolerable sense 
of injustice which had been done him, and the feeling 
of this injustice, together with the sharp smarting of 
his shoulders, roused in him a blind rage. 

He kicked savagely at the stones which lay in his 
way as he went along, and every now and then the 
crimson flush would swell over his face and his eyes 
would flash anew. 

He had been walking a full hour before he re- 
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covered himself sufficiently to be able to think where 
he was going. 

Then he perceived that he was but a few miles 
from the nearest seaport town, that of Westcoast. 
Well, that direction would be as good a one to 
continue walking in as any other; he did not care 
where he went, or what became of him ; all he was 
determined on was, that he would never go home 
again. No, he never would; he was sure of that, 
whatever else was uncertain. 

So on he went, his anger cooling a little, but his 
determination remaining unchanged. 

In a couple of hours he was within sight of the 
town, the streets of which were now lighted up for 
the evening. 

When he reached it, he walked about in an aimless 
sort of way with his hands in his pockets. As he 
gave them a shake, some coppers rattled, and then 
he remembered that of money he possessed just four- 
pence and no more. This was not a very pleasant 
reflection ; nevertheless, as he was now very hungry, 
he walked boldly into a shop, and bought a couple 
of buns. 

But what should he do for food, and a shelter at 
night ? He supposed he must get some sort of work, 
but where, or how to obtain it, he knew not 

As he thought of these things he strolled down to 
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the quays where the steamers and ships started for 
distant ports and countries. 

A partial fog hung over the harbour, but the lights 
from the numerous vessels and the lamps which were 
lit along the quay allowed objects to be distinguished, 
though but dimly. 

Jack saw one steamer evidently about to start, 
and leaning against the nearest lamp-post he looked 
on at the proceedings with somethmg like interest, 
notwithstanding his grief. For he was fond of the 
sea, as nearly all boys are. Moreover, he was a 
good sailor, having crossed the Channel frequently 
with his father without ever sufTering from illness, 
and he had picked up a good deal of nautical 
information from the numerous boys* books in his 
possession. 

As he stood there idly, two men came off the 
steamer and gazed anxiously up and down the quays. 
They were the captain and the first mate, as Jack 
afterwards learnt. 

"Whatever has become of that tiresome cabin- 
boy ? " said the mate, with an oath. 

" Did he understand clearly that we were to start 
at eight?" asked the captain, who was a red-faced, 
good-natured looking man. 

** Ay, ay, did he," was the reply. 
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"All I can say is, we must start and leave him 
behind." 

" It's a terrible nuisance to go without a cabin-boy/ 
muttered the mate discontentedly; "an' I don't know 
what Billy 'W say." 

Billy was the cook on board the " Egeria," and was 
master of a good deal of the services of the cabin- 
boy. 

" He'll have to do without one anyhow," answered 
the captain ; " there's no time now to go and seek a 
lad." 

Hearing the men carry on this conversation, Jack's 
heart began to beat with excitement ** Why should 
I not offer myself?" was his thought. In this way 
he could earn his living — go to sea, the wish of his 
heart had often been, and leave the country where 
he had been treated so cruelly ! 

There was only one thought which almost rose in 
rebellion against his decision, and that was the 
remembrance of Polly. 

But he gulped down this trying recollection, and 
advanced to the two men just as they were about to 
turn away, 

" Please, would you take me for your cabin-boy ? " 
he said, addressing the captain. 

"You! you young shaver!" the man exclaimed, 
examining the boy keenly as he spoke, " why, you're 
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not in that line of business ! you look more like a 
gentleman's son than anything else ! what do you 
understand about the duties of a cabin-boy ? " 

" Never mind what I am, sir," said Jack hurriedly, 
*' I can learn what a cabin-boy has to do as well as 
other fellows. I promise you I'll work hard if you 
only take me with you, and as I don't know the 
duties, I'll take no wages till I learn them." 

'* That's fair enough ! " said the mate. 

But the captain still hesitated, and Jack could 
hear him mutter something about " not liking to get 
into trouble," and " that sort of chap wouldn't be of 
much use," but the first mate drew him aside, and 
apparently prevailed over all his scruples. 

In a few minutes the captain sprang across the 
gangway, leaving the mate to speak to Jack. 

"Well, boy," he said, "as this other chap don't 
seem to be coming, we'll take you, and you're wages 
will begin when you've learnt the work ; what do you 
say to that ? " 

"That I shall be very happy to accept your offer," 
replied Jack brightly. 

"Then cut along, youngster," said the mate, point- 
ing to the steamer, " for there's not a moment to lose, 
we're off almost at once." 

Jack "cut along," as he was desired; but just as he 
put his foot on board the steamer, a gust of wind 
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lifted his hat off his head, and bore it into the 
waves. 

"Never mind! you can't get it now," said the mate, 
" and, any way, you'll have to wear a sou'wester ; we 
must rig you out in a jersey, too; this sort of toggery 
will never do," he concluded, as he gave a disparaging 
twitch to Jack's grey tweed suit. 

A tremendous clanging and withdrawal of chains 
ensued, the sailors seeming to vie with each other, 
as to which of them could yell "ay, ay" the 
loudest, whilst they all rushed wildly about as if 
demented. 

A loud shrill whistle was heard from one of the 
chimneys of the steamer, her paddles began to beat 
noisily, and in another moment the "Egeria" had 
glided out of the harbour. 

The vessel had been in the open sea about half an 
hour when Jack bethought him of inquiring to what 
port she was bound. So he looked round for some 
suitable person to ask, and noticed an old and kind- 
looking sailor coiling some ropes. 

"Please, where is this steamer going to?" he 
asked a little timidly. 

"Well, that is a good 'un," said the old sailor, 
leaving off his work to gaze in astonishment at 
Jack ; ** a chap comes aboard o* a boat, and don't 
know where she's bound for ! " and then highly 
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entertained at the notion, he indulged in a hearty 
though gruff laugh. 

Jack got rather red, but said in exciise — 

** I'm the new cabin-boy ; the other one didn't come, 
and the captain only took me at the last moment. 
I was standing near the boat when she started; I 
don't much care where I go, only I wanted work." 

"Why, then, I can tell you, the boat be bound 
for Bombay." 

** For Bombay 1 " cried Jack, rather horrified when 
he heard the distance. '^I had no idea she was 
going so far ! why, when shall we be back at West- 
coast?" 

The old sailor considered for a moment, and 
then replied — 

" Why, this be June ; oh, I should think we'll be 
home again in port by the end of September, or 
the beginning of October, say." 

**The end of September or the beginning of 
October I " repeated Jack in utter dismay. 

Just then the first mate came up, and addressed 
the old sailor. 

"Joe," he said, "take down this boy and give 
him a jersey, just rig him out in the cabin-boy's 
things, then bring him to Billy to set him some 
work before supper." 

That night, as Jack turned into his swing hammock. 
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the past day's adventures felt like a bad dream. He 
could hardly realise that every moment he was being 
carried farther from home and from his native land. 
Yet the remembrance of this, and of the injustice 
with which he considered that he had been treated, 
brought no sigh to his breast nor tear to his eye. 
All at once, however, he burst into loud and irre- 
pressible sobs and floods of tears. 

What had caused this sudden and violent emo- 
tion ? 

It was the recollection that this was the first 
night, since her birth, that he had not kissed his 
little sister Polly! 



L 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

WHO STOLE THE MUTTON? 

' Loss upon loss ! the thief gone with so much, and so much to find the thief." 

— Shakespeare, 

E do not purpose following Jack through 
all the trials and hardships of his daily life 
on board the " Egeria." 
Nothing either exciting or interesting happened 
to him during the first fortnight that he was at sea. 
In fact, one day was exactly the same as another, 
and his desire for a sea life was completely cured 
by the monotony he now experienced. The duties 
of a cabin-boy he found to be often both irksome 
and repulsive. He was, in fact, the servant of every 
one; and cleaning pots and pans for the cook was 
not always even the most disagreeable part of his 
duties. 

Fortunately for him, the cook, though a hot- 
tempered man, and one who was determined to 
take as much work out of his subordinate, Jack, 
as possible, was yet neither cruel nor tyrannical 
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But there was one man, of all others on board, 
whom Jack dreaded, and that was the first mate. 
Nor was Jack the only one who dreaded him, for 
all the sailors and under officers feared him, too; 
and even the captain's little pug, Mopsey, shrank 
away with a whine when he came near her. 

The fact was, the first mate was a man with an 
innate love of cruelty and brutality, and being the 
first officer under the captain, his power was only 
second to his. 

The bad temper of this man was something terrible 
to witness when roused, and the faintest opposition 
to his wishes was certain to rouse it. Perhaps the 
cause, in part at least, of his violent temper, was to 
be found in the fact of his having very bad health, and 
in charity we will hope that it was so. 

However that might be, his temper was certainly 
more violent at one time than at another ; and after 
the ebullition was over, an attack of giddiness would 
come on, and he would fall down partly insensible. 
He would then keep to his cabin for a day or two, 
when he would appear once more in a, — ^we cannot 
say more amiable, but, less unamiable — ^state of 
mind. 

Now this mate, for some reason unknown, had 
taken a dislike to Jack after the first few days at sea, 
and Jack's friend, Joe, seemed very uneasy at this. 
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He often warned the boy to be very careful not to 
offend the mate, and hitherto Jack, having little or no 
occasion for intercourse with him, had been able to 
avoid doing so. It was during the third week at sea 
that the monotony of the voyage was broken in a 
way very unpleasant to Jack. 

One evening at about seven o'clock he was occupied 
in clearing away the dishes and plates after late 
dinner in the captain's cabin. The captain and the 
first mate dined together cosily, and fared, of course, 
better than the rest of the crew, and immediately 
after dinner they were in the habit of taking a smoke 
together on the quarter deck. 

Now, one of the dishes served by the cook for them 
that day was a loin of mutton, and, being fresh meat, 
was considered on board somewhat of a delicacy 
and luxury. 

Jack, on removing the dishes, was rather surprised 
to see that the one on which the mutton had been 
was quite empty, but saying to himself with a smile 
that the captain and mate had certainly dined very 
heartily that day, he thought no more on the subject, 
but continued his duties. 

The matter was not so easily disposed of, however, 
in the opinion of Billy the cook, who roundly charged 
Jack with having stolen the remainder of the joint 
for his own use. 
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Now, Billy thought this accusation the more likely 
to be true, in that Jack, who of course was totally 
unused to a sailor's hard fare, had openly complained 
of the hardship of having salt beef continually for 
dinner, and had demanded some fresh meat in a rather 
impatient manner the day before. 

And now Jack's assurances that he had not touched 
the meat, but had found the dish empty, were not 
credited ; and finding the worst was being believed of 
him, the old dogged and obstinate look came to his 
face, and he sullenly determined to defend himself no 
longer. 

His silence exasperated the hot-tempered cook 
still more, and his voice and accusations became 
louder and louder, until at last they were overheard 
by the first mate, who, having finished his smoke, 
was unfortunately passing near. 

"What has the young rascal been at now?" he 
asked Billy, with an ominous frown coming over his 
countenance. 

The cook started ; he had not known of the mate 
being near, and though irritated at Jack's supposed 
theft, he was far from desiring that the boy should 
fall into the hands of this cruel man. So he muttered 
something about having had to give him " a rowing," 
and it being " all right " now, until the mate forced 
him to explain matters in full. 
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Having heard him to the end, the mate turned to 
Jack and shook him savagely by the collar. 

**You young imp, you greedy young rufBan," 
he said with a volley of oaths, "you know you've 
stolen the meat ; half of it, or more, was left on the 
dish. How dare you touch it, you young thief ? '* and 
so saying he gave him another shaking until Jack's 
teeth rattled in his jaws, and red and blue stars 
danced before his eyes. 

" How dare you touch me ? — ^you let me go, you 
let me go," cried Jack, when he had breath enough 
to speak. 

*' Don't presume to speak to me like that; explain 
about the meat this instant," said the mate, tighten- 
ing his grasp on the boy. 

" I won't, I've said enough before, I'll say no more, 
I'll say nothing," replied Jack, dogged and deter- 
mined. 

"If you don't answer me this moment, I'll make a 
spread eagle of you to-morrow morning," cried the 
mate, transported with fury. *' Once more I ask you, 
what have you done with the meat } have you eaten 
it, or hidden it.?" 

By this time most of the crew had gathered round, 
and amongst them Jack could see Joe's face pale 
and anxious. 

"Answer the mate, Jack; speak respectful to him," 
said the sailor earnestly. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



IVHO STOLE THE MUTTON? 167 

" Silence there ! " thundered the mate. 

" I'll say nothing," answered Jack again. 

At this the mate flung the boy from him. 

"I'll make a spread eagle of you to-morrow morn- 
ing," he said in a low voice of intense passion ; ** we'll 
see if that will take the obstinacy out of you," and 
so saying he walked off. 

As he went, Jack looked at the men around him, 
and saw horror and consternation written in their 
faces. 

"Why didn't you answer him?'* they said all 
together, but in whispers, crowding round the 
boy. 

"Because I'll never answer those who call me a 
cheat and a thief," said Jack loudly. 

« Oh ! hush ! hush ! Take him below, Billy," Joe 
begged, " he's in trouble enough now, don't let him 
say more." 

The cook took Jack by the elbow, and led him 
down into their own quarters silently, and they both 
began their work of getting all cleared up before the 
lights were put out. 

" What's a spread eagle ? " asked Jack, about an 
hour after, when his anger was cooling down, and, in 
spite of his usual bravery, his fears were beginning 
to make themselves felt. 

" Oh, don't ask me, boy ! I've never seen one, and I 
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never want to," said the cook, with a great deal of 
feeling in his voice. 

'* Will it hurt much ? " asked Jack, feeling very 
uncomfortable now. 

'* Hurt I bless us and save us ! I hope it won't kill 
you, boy ; why were you so mad as to enrage him ? 
why didn't you say something — anything ? " 

"I didn't choose to, when he called me a thief. 
Billy, d^oyou believe I took that mutton?" asked Jack 
falteringly. 

** Plague take the mutton!" said the cook hotly 
but evasively, " I wish I'd never said a word about 
it ; I never meant to get you into a scrape with him^ 
boy." 

"No, I know you didn't," replied Jack a little 
sorrowfully, for, to say the truth, Billy's want of faith 
in his word troubled him almost more than did the 
horrors of the " spread eagle." 

Nevertheless, as Jack lay in his hammock that 
night, his heart beat considerably every time he 
remembered the mate's threat, and he could not 
help fearing the unknown fate that was to overtake 
him on the morrow. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

A SPREAD EAGLE. 

'* I have a faint cold fear runs through my veins, that'almost freezes up 
the heat o{\\ft,"^SAaJkes/fare. 

V spite of the hour during which Jack lay 
tossing about and wakeful through fears 
for the morrow, he afterwards slept soundly 
all night until awakened by the usual cry of, "All 
hands on deck," at daybreak next morning. 

Only three and a half minutes were allowed to 
dress and come on deck. If any were longer than 
that, they were sure to be overhauled by the mate, 
who was always on deck and making himself heard 
all over the vessel. 

The head pump was then rigged and the decks 
washed down by the bailors, the second and third 
mate, and Jack, the first or chief mate, walking the 
quarter deck, and keeping a general supervision, 
but not deigning to touch a bucket or brush. Inside 
and out, fore and aft, upper decks and between 
decks, steerage and forecastle, rail, bulwarks, and 
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water-ways, were washed and scrubbed and scraped 
with .brooms and canvas, and the decks were wet 
and sanded all over, and then holy-stoned. The 
holy-stone is a large, soft stone, smooth at the 
bottom, with long ropes attached to each end, by 
which the crew keep it sliding fore and aft over 
the wet sanded decks. Smaller hand-stones, which 
the sailors call prayer-books, are used to scrub in 
among the crevices and narrow places, where the 
large holy-stone will not go. For an hour or two 
all were kept at this work, when the head pump 
was manned, and all the sand washed off the deck 
and sides. Then came swabs and squilgees, and 
after the decks were dry, each one went to his 
particular morning work. 

There were eight boats belonging to the " Egeria," 
each of which had a coxswain who had charge of 
it, and was answerable for its cleanliness and order. 
The rest of the cleaning was divided amongst the 
crew, a couple of men having the brass work, which 
had to be kept as bright as gold, and the rest having 
each his particular job of work to do before break- 
fast. 

Jack's work was then to scrape the kids (which 
were wooden tubs out of which the sailors feed), and 
as he scrubbed them this morning his heart failed 
him a little, for the first mate was standing near, 
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eyeing him like a bird of prey about to swoop on 
his helpless victim. As Jack finished cleaning each 
" kid " he placed it before the galley to await inspec- 
tion ; for when the decks were dry, the captain was 
in the habit of making his appearance, and taking 
a few turns on the quarter deck to inspect the 
morning's work, just before eight bells would be 
struck and all hands go to breakfast. 

But Jack's now trembling hands were hardly 
through half their work when the dreaded words 
came from the first mate. 

" Here," he said to a couple of sailors who were 
passing, "take this young cur and carry him to the 
gangway. I'll keep my promise to him this morn- 
ing, and make a spread eagle of him." 

As the sailors hesitated a moment, the mate began 
to swear at them. 

" Seize him up, seize him up," he cried savagely, " or 
1*11 do the same by you two for not obeying orders." 

Thus adjured the two men, in fear for their own 
skins, carried Jack off and *' seized him up," as it 
is called. That is, they placed him against the 
shrouds, with his wrists made fast to them, his 
jacket off and his back exposed. 

" Sir, sir, have mercy on the boy ; he's but a young 
fellow ! " cried Joe imploringly to the mate, but 
received only oaths for answer. 
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Finding remonstrances useless, and worse thaa 
useless, for they only seemed to inflame the heartless 
man the more, Joe hastily withdrew; while the 
humiliation, hopelessness, and horror of his situation 
turned poor Jack sick and faint. 

The mate stood at the break of the deck, a few 
feet from him and a little raised, so as to have a 
good swing at him, and held in his hand the bight 
of a thick, strong rope. The officers and some of 
the crew stood round, not daring to interfere. 

Swinging the rope over his head, and bending his 
body so as to give it full force, the mate would have 
brought it down in another moment on Jack, when 
a loud " I forbid that I " came from a voice known to 
be the captain's, and in another moment he stood 
amongst them all. 

His usually red, good-tempered face was dark with 
anger as he spoke to the mate, who had chosen this 
early hour of the morning to revenge himself on 
Jack, and gratify his own love of cruelty, thinking 
that the captain would not be out of his cabin for 
an hour to come. 

" What is the meaning of all this ? Cut down that 
boy this instant," said the captain to Joe, who, to say 
the truth, was the only one of all the crew who had 
had the courage to go and tell the captain of the 
contemplated barbarity. 
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Joe stepped forward, glad and alert, cut the ropes 
that bound Jack's wrists to the shrouds, and helped 
the boy to put on his jacket. 

"Once for all," said the captain, raising his voice, 
but addressing the mate, " I allow of no punishment 
being inflicted on my crew but such as I sanction. 
I have told you so, and warned you before in private; 
but I now tell it to all of you," continued the captain, 
turning to the men, "that no one on board shall 
punish but I myself; and if any punishment is again 
attempted after this warning, any of you are at 
liberty to acquaint me with the fact" 

At these words the mate, balked of his wickedness 
and humiliated by such a charge made to the crew, 
grew white with passion, though obliged to repress it 
before his superior officer. 

" Do you know, sir, that the boy has been guilty of 
theft as well as of impertinence to me ? " he said to 
the captain, when his anger would allow of speech. 

"If there is any need, I can punish him myself. 
What has he stolen ? " asked the captain. 

" Part of a loin of mutton off our dinner-table last 
night," was the reply. 

At this answer a titter was heard from the crew, 
whilst the captain suddenly exploded into laughter. 

" Why," said he, taking up his little dog Mopsey, 
who was now gambolling at his feet, " here is the thief 
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who did that. I was kept awake half the night, 
by a crunching of bones under my hammock, and 
found the little rogue sleeping by the bare bones of 
the loin this morning." 

At these words the whole crew began to laugh 
uproariously, in which laugh Jack, notwithstanding 
his late fright, could not resist joining. 

The mate turned red and white by turns, and 
appeared to grow giddy, when motioning to a sailor 
near to assist him, he walked off to his cabin without 
a word, being unable to bear the ridicule of the situa- 
tion. 

The captain then turned to Jack, and laying a 
hand kindly on his shoulder, said— 

" I am sorry for what has occurred, my boy." 

" Oh, never mind, sir," cried Jack brightly, highly 
delighted at the honour of a few words from the 
lord paramount, and at hearing his honesty made 
clear before all the crew. 

" I tell you what, youngster," said the captain, " I'm 
beginning to get hungry for my breakfast, so run off 
and hurry up Billy, and bring an additional cup and 
saucer, lor you shall breakfast in my cabin this morn^ 
ing ; the first mate will not be with me to-day, I am 
sure." 

At hearing of this further glory in store for him. 
Jack grew red with pleasure, and Joe said — 
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" Let's give three cheers for the captain — ^just and 
kind to every one." 

At this the whole crew set up such a cheering as 
did one good to hear, Jack joining in lustily with all 
his heart. Cheer after cheer rose and swelled over 
the water, for the sailors were not content with giving 
only three as Joe had proposed. 

At last the captain was obliged to retire, laughing, 
into his cabin, fearing, as he said, that they would 
never stop until the drums of his ears were broken. 
As he disappeared, the cheers ceased, and the men 
began to vie with each other in praises of his justice 
and humanity. 

Nor was their captain a man of weak character, 
quite the contrary; but having always treated his 
crew with kindness, consideration, and justice, he was 
rewarded by the honest affection of his men ^nd by 
their constant and willing obedience. 

Jack now hurried off to Billy, whom he found in 
very low spirits, thinking he had been the cause 
of the boy's severe punishment. He had feared to 
go on deck, dreading to see the performance of such 
cruelty, and was very much puzzled at hearing all 
the cheering. Great was his delight, therefore, when 
Jack appeared unhurt and safe, and related to him 
the captain's kindness and interposition ; nor was 
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Jack less delighted to be able to tell the cook of the 
real fate of the unlucky loin of mutton. 

That morning Billy did his best, and sent a break- 
fast to the captain's cabin, " fit for a prince," as he 
called it, and Jack was a happy and proud boy as he 
ate it in a corner of the captain's cabin. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 
A MAN OVERBOARD. 

" Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in. " 

— Shakespeare. 



mFTER the events recorded in our last 
chapter, the first mate took no notice 
whatever of Jack, but even if they hap- 
pened to be near each other, treated him as if he 
were not in existence. 

Jack thought he might perhaps say a few civil 
words as to his accusations of theft, that he regretted 
having blamed him unjustly, or so forth, but not one 
word on the subject did the mate deign to speak. 

His not doing so did not, however, trouble Jack, 
for having been set right with the crew by the cap- 
tain, he cared nothing whatever for the good opinion 
of the first mate, whom, to say the truth, he dis- 
liked as cordially as the other did him. 

One day, however, he had an additional proof of 

M 
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the continued bad feeling of his persecutor, and it 
was given him in this way : 

Jack's hands, unaccustomed to using brooms, or 
continual scrubbing in hot water, became greatly 
cracked and blistered, and the cook, Billy, who had 
now become a great ally of his, went to the steward 
of the vessel to beg for some balsam to apply to 
them. 

As he was returning across the deck, the first mate 
asked him who and what the ointment was for, and 
on hearing of its destination, seized it and threw it 
into the sea with an oath. 

" 1*11 have no molly-coddling here, I can tell you," 
he said, with a dark look on his face, '* and I forbid 
you to put anything on that young cur's hands ; he 
must rough it like the rest. Perhaps he'd like a pair 
of white evening gloves to scrub the kids in } " and 
with this parting sneer, he turned on his heel and 
walked off. 

One day, shortly after the vessel had started on 
its way home, a thick haze came over the sky, and it 
at last became so dense that the captain deemed it 
wiser to let off steam and lay-to. It was a very sultry 
day; there was not a breath of wind to help to 
blow tlie haze away, and the steamer lay on the still 
waters, puffing and snorting like some huge indig- 
nant monster controlled against its will. As there 
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was nothing much to do, the crew half lay or lolled 
about on deck, sleepy and exhausted with the heat, 
whilst a few endeavoured to pierce the haze with 
their keen eyes and see if any other vessel could be 
Hearing them. At intervals the fog bell was rung, 
and even its tinkling seemed dulled by the thickness 
of the haze. The chief mate first sent a sailor aloft 
to look out and report if he saw anything near : on 
his returning, and telling him it was impossible to 
see more than a couple of yards through the haze, 
he swore at the man, and then climbed up himself. 

He remained up for some time, no one being aware 
of his movements but Jack, who stood beneath, but 
could only see him dimly. 

Suddenly, as he was gazing up, he seemed to Jack 
to waver, and in another second he fell from aloft, 
struck the rigging a couple of times in his descent, 
which fortunately threw him off towards the sea, 
(for had he fallen on deck, death would have been 
instant and horrible), and with a heavy plunge, was 
dashed into the water. 

Jack, horrified, gave one wild cry of " Man over» 
board," but without a moment's hesitation, leaped on 
to the side of the vessel, and sprang with all his force 
in the direction in which the mate had disappeared. 

His wild, strong leap sank him to a good distance 
under the water, but as he felt himself coming up to 
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the surface again, his anxiety was intense lest he 
should be too late. 

Susceptible and sensitive to a degree, yet Jack 
was incapable of a mean or low thought of revenge. 
His one desire now was to save the man who had so 
ill-treated him, even though it should be at the risk 
of his own life, — such consideration did not weigh 
with him for a moment 

As he rose at last, panting with his exertions, and 
throwing off the spray from his hair and face, he 
gazed about eagerly for the unfortunate mate, but he 
was nowhere to be seen. 

Intensely excited. Jack struck out bravely, for he 
was a splendid swimmer, and strained his eyes 
through the haze around him. 

He knew that the mate was but a poor swimmer, 
and besides this he suspected that it was a fit which 
occasioned his fall. Even were he not unconscious 
at the first, Jack felt sure that the severe blows which 
he had received from the rigging would alone produce 
insensibility. 

As these thoughts flashed through his mind, he 
felt an intense pity for the impending fate of his 
enemy, and an eager desire to save him. 

Just then he saw a rush and heard a gurgle in the 
water near, and in another second the mate rose to 
the surface about a couple of yards from him. A 
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few sudden strokes brought Jack to him, and he 
seized the man by the hair just as he was about to 
sink again. 

Holding him up firmly above water, he kept him- 
self and the mate afloat, while he called loudly for 
help. His strength was just failing, and, indeed, had 
not the mate been totally unconscious, he could not 
possibly have saved him, when he heard the welcome 
sound of oars and voices near, and in another moment 
they were both hauled into a boat. 

" Well done, youngster! " said Joe's gruff, but kindly 
voice. "Well done, young tar!" "Well done, brave 
lad ! " said voices all around him, and as Jack climbed 
on board out of the boat, safe and sound from his 
exploit, cheers rang through the vessel for the young 
hero of the hour. 

The mate was carried to his cabin, the doctor in 
attendance on him, whilst Jack was escorted down to 
Billy, who gave him dry clothes and a strong cup of 
coffee. 

Then Jack learned that the boat had been manned 
as soon as his cry of " Man overboard ! " was heard, 
and that in reality but five minutes had elapsed from 
the time he had leaped into the water until he was 
hauled into the boat The excitement and exertion 
he had gone through had made it seem to him more 
like fifteen. 
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It was several hours before the mate recovered 
consciousness, and when he did so his mind wandered, 
fever set in, and he was in considerable danger. It 
was fully a fortnight before the doctor pronounced 
him out of danger; but even then he said that he 
would never altogether recover from the effects of 
his terrible fall. 

It seemed that it was as Jack had suspected,— one 
of his usual attacks of giddiness had come on whilst 
aloft, and in it he had let go the ropes. 

One day the mate sent for Jack, who quickly 
appeared at the side of his hanimock, shocked at the 
appearance of his old enemy, who was yet too weak 
to turn in bed. 

'* Boy," said he, half turning away his head as he 
spoke, " I want to thank you for saving my life ; you 
should have been the last on board to care to do it, 
after, I treated you so badly." 

" Oh, sir," said Jack earnestly, for he was easily 
won by a word of kindness, *' I was so glad to do it, 
it don't matter what went before, you know that was 
all a mistake." 

The mate, touched by the boy's noble conduct and 
generous words, turned and took his hand in his, but 
could not speak. 

"Jack," he said at last, ''I'll never be the same 
man again." 
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"Oh, sir, maybe it will turn out better than the 
doctor thinks," Jack replied, with an answering 
pressure of the mate's hand. 

" I don't mean that, my boy," said the sick man 
with a smile ; "when I say Til never be the same man, 
I mean that, please God, Til be a better one." 

Jack coloured, he was not inclined to be a prig, 
and try to teach those older than himself, so he only 
said gently — 

" And I'm going to try and be a better boy, sir." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



( 184 ) 




CHAPTER XIX. 

WOULD HE EE HUNG? 

*' 'Faith, my Lord» I spoke it but according to the trick. If you will hang me for 
it, you may ; but I had rather it would please you I might be whipt." 

— Shakespeare. 

IS time went on. Jack's long and tedious 
journey on board the "Egeria" became 
productive of calm reflection with regard 
to the way he had left his home, and this reflection 
had in its turn bred repentance. His anger against 
his father had now quite melted away, and in its 
place was remorse for his own hastiness in forsak- 
ing his home. 

He began to realise at last how very provoking 
his own conduct must have seemed to his father, 
and how naturally that father had misunderstood 
the whole case. He began to do in his own mind 
the wisest thing that man, woman, or child can do, 
he began to put himself in another s place. 
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Oh, what an amount of heart-burning anger and 
misery would we all escape if we only could do this 
when others appear to be unjust to us ! 

When Jack thought over all that had occurred, 
he acknowledged to himself that his father could 
hardly have acted otherwise than he did, when he 
must have felt persuaded that his son had behaved 
—firsty cruelly and disobediently, and then, to crown 
all, with persistent obstinacy ! 

And when Jack came to see this, his heart seemed 
lightened of half its sorest grief, and he only longed 
to throw himself on his father's breast, and beg for- 
giveness for having ever left his side. 

But there was one reason yet that made him 
fear returning, and this reason was — solicitude for 
another's fate. He dreaded that he might inadvert- 
ently bear witness against Roger Gordon, and so 
endanger his friend's life ! 

This was the consideration that made him hesi- 
tate as to whether it would be right or honourable 
to return home when the steamer should end her 
present voyage. 

After a great deal of thought on the matter he 
determined that he would consult the old sailor Joe 
on the subject. 

Of course, it would not be safe to tell him the real 
names, lest advantage should be taken of such in- 
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formation, but if he suppressed them, or gave fictitious 
names, no harm surely could come of it. 

To make all doubly secure he decided also on 
telling the story as if it had been told to him, and 
not as one that had come within his own actual 
experience. 

This, he flattered himself, was a very deep and 
cunning plan, and he felt not a little proud that he 
had concocted it entirely out of his own head. 

Jack chose one fine evening for a chat on the sub- 
ject with Joe, who he knew would be then smoking 
his pipe and leaning over the side of the vessel in 
a meditative mood. 

Gently he touched the old sailor on the shoulder, 
and asked him if he could listen to him for awhile, 
and then give him his opinion on an important 
subject. 

" Tackle away, young *un," was the reply, as the 
old sailor blew a big cloud of smoke into the salt 
breezes of the evening. 

"A friend of mine is anxious to know what is 
the law for this case," began Jack, who appeased his 
conscience with the reflection that Roger in truth 
would be anxious to know if his surmise with regard 
to the punishment of hanging was correct "A 
couple of boys once were going to ride to a picnic, 
we'll call them Jones and Black, and there was 
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another fellow too ; we'll call him White," said Jack, 
floundering desperately in the difficulty of inventing 
so many fictitious names, and then having safely 
christened them all, he told the entire story, and 
wound up with the inquiry, " Now, supposing Adol — 
I mean Black, were to die, and that it was found out 
that Jones had put the pin in the saddle, would 
Jones be hung?" 

Old Joe had preserved a stolid silence during the 
whole narrative, and had kept on calmly puffing 
away at his pipe with his gaze fixed on the distant 
horizon whilst Jack was speaking. 

Not once had he turned to look on the boy at his 
side, nor interrupted his speech by a single question. 
Now, however, he stuck his pipe in a corner of his big 
mouth, suddenly faced Jack, who felt rather uneasy 
at beholding an undoubted twinkle in the old sailor's 
eyes, and said grimly, to Jack's great horror and 
profound amazement — 

" So that was the reason why you cut away to sea, 
young master ! you were afraid of being hung ! " 

Jack gasped, " What do you mean ? It was not I 
who did it, only I was afraid I might let out, that 
is," ^but here Jack, fearful of having further com- 
promised his friend, and yet unable to extricate 
himself from the dilemma into which he had been 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



i88 DOGGED JACK. 

brought, ceased speaking, but looked an utterly 
confused and unhappy boy. 

"Ay, ay, I see," cried the astute old Joe, "you 
weren't the chap, you were White, and you were afraid 
of bringing the fellow you call Jones into trouble in 
clearing yourself, so you run away in the ' Egeria,' oh, 
lor, lor ! " burst out the old man in an uncontrollable 
fit of laughter. 

"Oh, hush! hush! I beg, I pray of you to let 
nobody know of it; all I have told you, I spoke 
to you of in confidence," cried Jack in an agony 
of fear, taking the old tar's horny hand in both 
his. 

"Bless your heart, youngster, don't go and put 
yourself in a fluster about any such foolish notions," 
said Joe kindly, as he perceived the boy's real 
distress ; " there isn't any danger of the chap being 
hung ; they don't hang fellows unless they intend to 
kill." 

"Oh, he didn't intend, indeed, indeed, he didn't," 
cried Jack, as earnestly as though the sailor were his 
friend's judge; "he only did it to give Adolphus a 
good fright, he never thought any real harm could 
come of it." 

" Of course he didn't," replied Joe ; " any jury 
would see it was nothing but a child's trick ; the most 
that could be done to him would be to clap him into 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WOULD HE BE HUNGf 189 

jail for a few weeks, and I don't believe they'd do 
even that** 

"Are you sure, Joe?" asked Jack eagerly, with 
glad, happy eyes. 

*' Sure and certain 1 " answered the old sailor em- 
phatically; "there isn't the least danger." 

"Oh! you dear old Joe, how happy you have 
made me ! " said Jack, ** I'll go home, then, as soon as 
ever we reach land. But I must not let you think 
that iliat was the reason I ran away to sea, though 
it has made me hesitate as to my return," said truth- 
ful Jack, and then with a very red face he told Joe 
how his father had flogged him, and of his own 
furious anger and subsequent repentance. 

Joe did not say much to this, only a short, " Poor 
little chap, it must have seemed hard on you," and 
some curt advice as to the desirability of "getting 
home as soon as he could." 

" That I shall, most certainly," answered Jack ; " I 
do so long to cuddle Polly, oh, she is such a little 
pet ! " he cried enthusiastically ; " you would love her 
if you saw her, Joe ; such a tiny little mite, and she 
has such quaint, funny ways." 

"I have a little gell at home, too," said Joe 
proudly, "her name is Biddy, she is a rare one," 
and then each began to describe graphically 
the respective charms of Biddy or Polly, until 
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a voice was heard rather angrily demanding the 
reason of Jack's long absence. It was Billy, the 
cook, who wanted the services of his slave and 
drudge to assist him in the preparation of the sailors* 
evening meal. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

A TERRIBLE DREAM. 

*' I recognised the nameless agony. 
The terror, and the tremor, and the pain 
That oft before had filled and haunted me, 
And now returned with threefold strength again." 

HT was only a week from the time that the 
*• Egeria " was to be in port at Westcoast, 
when Jack had had his mind so much re- 
lieved by the old sailor's assurance of the safety of 
his friend Roger Gordon's life. Since then, each day 
seemed to drag out slowly and wearily, so great was 
his impatience to reach his home, his father, and 
Polly. Every evening he rejoiced that another day 
had passed, and as he rose each morning, he counted 
the remaining hours that would yet have to elapse 
before his foot could touch his native land again. 

During this last week at sea, however, he was tor- 
mented by remorse with regard to his father, nor could 
he help dwelling constantly on the sad tale which had 
been told him by Mr. Lane. Oh, why had he not 
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profited by that terrible history to act trustingly and 
afTectionately to his father I He could hardly realise 
that he had deliberately forsaken his home just a few 
weeks after having heard such a recital, and one 
that had so moved his feelings at the time. 

The last night came that the " Egeria" was to be 
at sea ; for the captain expected to put in at West- 
coast sometime during the very next afternoon. 

Jack, as he turned into his hammock that night, 
was completely worn out with excitement and fatigue. 
He fell asleep in a few moments, but passed the 
whole night in a feverish and restless state. 

Towards morning he had a terrible dream. He 
thought the steamer had already arrived at West- 
coast, and that he had hurried home as fast as he 
could. It grew dark as he went on, but the moon 
rose, and at last lighted up the road clearly and 
distinctly. That he might the sooner reach home, 
he determined to take the footpath which led 
through the Crosslin Churchyard, and opened on to 
the road just below the gate of Hillside. 

As he was walking quickly along this path, the 
moon was suddenly hidden by a dark cloud, and so 
missing the path, he stumbled across a grave. As 
he recovered his footing, the moon emerged from the 
cloud, and the headstone of the grave was lighted up 
clearly and distinctly. On it Jack read these words : 
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"TO THE MEMORY OF 

JOHN GILBERT, 

WHO DIED JULY ist, 18— " 

Then Jack struggled with fright and grief, and 
awoke with a start. But in what a state of agonised 
sorrow ! His heart beat wildly, and though not natu- 
rally a foolish or superstitious boy, yet he felt con- 
vinced now that he would never see his father alive 
again! Had they not been parted for more than four 
long months, and what might not have happened in 
that time ! 

Unable any longer to remain in his hammock, Jack 
rose up, dressed himself hastily, and went on deck. 
Here he watched anxiously for the appearance of his 
friend Joe, and to him, with tears in his eyes, he related 
his dream. 

Joe looked very grave. He did not pooh ! pooh ! 
the affair, as Jack had so hoped he would. 

"O Joe! do you think it will come true?" he 
asked in a trembling voice. 

" Was it towards morning you dreamt it } " Joe 
asked, in a voice that awed Jack by its solemnity. 

"Yes, just as the day was breaking; I haven't 
been asleep since, I came up on deck just after I 

woke," explained Jack. 

N 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



194 DOGGED JACK. 

The old sailor shook hi^ head. 

"They say a morning dream comes true," he 
answered. 

**0 Joe, Joel do you think I'll never see father 
again } " cried the boy in an agony. 

"Maybe he'll not be quite dead before you get 
home," suggested Joe consolingly. 

But Jack, when he found his friend prove such a 
Job's comforter, turned sadly away. 

Notwithstanding the captain's hope that the 
"Egeria" would have finished her voyage by the 
afternoon, she was not in harbour at Westcoast until 
seven that evening. 

Jack, having paid his adieus to the captain and 
all on board, and bade an affectionate farewell to his 
friend Joe, was one of the first to spring across the 
gangway, and reach the land. 

The ground seemed to melt under his feet as he 
bounded along, so delightful did it feel to be at 
liberty again, instead of being imprisoned on board a 
few yards of deck. For the first hour of his walk he 
felt comparatively light-hearted, but as the daylight 
died more fully away, and a great harvest moon arose 
in the sky, the remembrance of his dream, which had 
somewhat faded away during the bustle of the day, 
came to his. mind more and more. Every tree, hill, 
and stream that he passed, he seemed to feel he had 
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seen in that terrible dream, and now the moonlight 
made the resemblance even more complete. 

What if that dreadful dream should come true ? 
What if his beloved father should be even now cold 
and still in his grave ? What if it were too late to beg 
forgiveness or receive one last embrace ? As these 
gloomy thoughts arose in Jack's mind, he shuddered 
with an apprehensive foreboding. The sense of an 
impending and sore calamity was heavy at his heart. 

At length he reached the already sleeping hamlet 
of Crosslin, and as he did so, the village clock boomed 
out loudly in the still night air the hour of ten. 

Just at this moment Jack came to the gate of the 
Crosslin Churchyard, but an unknown power seemed 
to force him to pause before it. His knees knocked 
together and trembled with agitation, and his face 
was blanched with terror, yet still the mysterious 
influence urged him forward. He felt that he would 
have given worlds to pass on through the village, 
yet, while wishing so, he had already opened the 
gate and entered the churchyard. As he advanced 
through it, his heart beat* wildly and his temples 
throbbed. Involuntarily he looked upwards, but 
not one cloud defaced the blue vault of heaven, and 
the great white moon beamed down with all her 
radiance. 

As he was gazing upwards, the sight of the clear 
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sky somewhat reassuring him, his foot suddenly 
stumbled. It was only a stone which lay in his way, 
but Jack was terrified. With a shriek of horror he 
bounded forward, nor slackened his pace until he 
had crossed the churchyard, vaulted over the low 
gate at the other end, which his terror would not 
suffer him to pause and unlatch, and gained his 
father's avenue. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 
A SAD HOME-COMING. 

" There is a Reaper whose name is Death, 
And, with his sickle keen, 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 
And the flowers that grow between. 

** * Shall I have nought that is fair ? ' saith he. 
' Have nought but the bearded grain ? 
Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me 
I will give them all back again.' 

" He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes, 
He kissed their drooping leaves ; 
It was for the Lord of Paradise 
He bound them in his sheaves. 

" Oh ! not in cruelty, not in wrath, 
The Reaper came that day ; 
'Twas an Angel visited the earth. 
And took the flowers away." 

— Longfellow. 

fflHEN Jack found himself safely in familiar 
ground, and reflected that after all he 
had not seen the object which he so 
dreaded, he breathed more freely, and halted to wipe 
the beads of perspiration from his forehead. In a 
few minutes he was again on his way up the avenue, 
and as every turn in it brought the well-known 
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vistas and groups of shrubs to his sight the tears 
sprang fast to his eyes. 

Oh I if he only could find his father still alive, how 
happy he could be once more, and what a devoted 
and dutiful son he would make in gratitude for so 
great a blessing granted him ! 

As his fright subsided, and the supernatural energy 
with which it had endued him, he began to be aware 
in what a wearied and exhausted state he was. His 
three months of confinement on boardship had un- 
fitted him for much pedestrian exercise, and the long 
walk of nine miles from Westcoast had completely 
tired him out. 

When Jack at length reached the house he felt 
hardly able to drag one leg after another. He saw that 
there was a light in one of the rooms on the ground 
floor as he approached, and knowing it to be his 
father's study, into which others rarely entered, his 
heart beat with a faint throb of hope. Qh, that he 
might see the well-loved form once more bending 
over his books as of old ! 

Hardly able to contain his emotion. Jack crept 
softly over the grass before the window, and holding 
back the sweeping boughs of the creeping rose trees 
which would impede the sight he so longed to see, 
looked in. He saw his father. Yes ! at the same 
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old writing-table and in the worn arm-chair that 
he knew so well ! 

A great sigh of thankfulness came from his over- 
charged breast, and the leaden burthen with which it 
had been loaded melted suddenly away. 

Jack raised his eyes to the calm heavens above 
him, and breathed a short prayer of gratitude to the 
merciful Father of all. Then he turned his gaze 
again upon the window as if he would never weary 
of the sight which it afforded him. But on this 
second view he saw, what had, in the first hasty 
glance, escaped his notice. His father was in some 
great grief. His face was pale and worn as if from 
sorrow, and he looked years older than when Jack 
had left ; he saw, too, that his hair had grown almost 
white. Just then he heard a groan ; he knew that it 
had come from his father's lips, and he saw that Mr. 
Gilbert covered his face with his hands, and that his 
frame was shaken with sobs. 

Jack could no longer bear the sight. Quickly 
stepping to the porch he softly opened the door, crept 
gently across the hall, and in another moment he was 
in his father's presence. 

'* Father ! father ! " he cried, stretching out his arms, 
" forgive me, forgive me." 

Mr. Gilbert rose up hastily, and as he did so Jack 
saw that he shook from head to foot. 
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" Has the sea given up her dead ? " came from his 
trembling lips. 

" O father, father dear ! are you not glad to see 
me ? " cried Jack with a sob in his voice, not under- 
standing what his father's words meant. 

" My son ! my boy ! is it you indeed ? *' cried his 
father, opening his arms; and in one moment Jack 
was folded in a long and close embrace. " May God's 
great mercy be praised ! " said Mr. Gilbert at length, 
*' in that He restores one child to me whilst taking to 
Himself the other!" 

" Father, father, what do you mean ? " cried Jack, 
as he freed himself enough to look up in Mr. Gilbert's 
face. 

" Don't you know, have you not heard, my poor 
boy ? " asked his father sadly. 

" I've heard nothing ; what of Polly t speak, father, 
speak," cried Jack in an agony. 

" Polly is dying," said Mr. Gilbert. 

The room seemed suddenly to reel round and 
round with Jack, and he felt as if his senses were 
leaving him. 

" Take me," he said faintly, with a great effort. 

His father knew what he meant, and led him up- 
stairs to the door of Polly's nursery. 

" Is that Jack ? " asked a calm little voice from 
inside. 
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''Yes, darling," answered Mr. Gilbert. 

" Come along, Jacko, I haven't very long to see you 
in," said Polly simply. 

Jack, broken-hearted, entered the room and knelt 
down by the little crib, gently covering the small face, 
which lay back on the pillows, so white, so wan, with 
kisses. 

" I knew you'd come," said the child, a bright, happy 
smile lighting, up her pale countenance, " because I 
asked Gentle Jesus to let me say my hymn to you 
before I went asleep, for to-day's your birthday, 
Jacko." 

Jack sobbed aloud. 

" Don't cry, Jacko, don't, I've told daddy all about 
last year, why you didn't learn any lessons. Give me 
your hand, both of you." 

Mr. Gilbert knelt down at the other side of the crib, 
and each took a small hand in his own. 

Polly drew their hands together, clasped them one 
in the other, and then laid her two little thin ones 
over them. 

" I want you both to promise me something — ^you 
will, because I'm dying, you know I " she said, looking 
from one to the other. 

They bowed their heads assentingly ; neither could 
speak. 

" Daddy," she said, turning to her father, " you're 
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to promise you'll be awful kind and loving to Jacko, 
same as xnit.you know." 

"Yes, my darling, yes! I promise," said Mr. 
Gilbert. 

"And, Jacko, you're to promise to tell daddy 
all about everything always; because, then he'll 
understand, you see." 

"Yes, Polly Hopkins I yes!" sobbed Jack, the 
tears running down his face. 

"Now, I'm quite comfortable," said the child, 
" and I'll say my hymn to you, Jacko ; I always do 
for a treat on your birthday, — you remember, don't 
you?" asked the little voice which was growing 
fainter every moment. 

« I do, my pet, I do." 

" How's this it begins ? " asked the child dreamily. 

"* And now I lay me,' " said Jack, with difficulty 
getting out the words. 

" Oh yes 1 

** 'And now I lay me down to sleep, 
I give my soul to Christ to keep ; 
Wake I at mom, or wake I never,' " — 

A sweet confident smile crossed the little face. 

** * I give my soul to Christ for ever.' " 

And with one low sigh, little Polly's soul went 
into her Saviour's keeping. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

CONCLUSION. 

" She is not dead, the child of our affectiont 
But gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection) 
And Christ himself doth rule. 

" Day after day we think what she is doing 
In those bright realms of air ; 
Year after year, her tender steps pursuing^ 
Behold her grown more fair. 

*' Thus do we walk with her, and keep unbroken 
The bond which nature gives, 
Thinking that our remembrance, though unspoken, 
May reach her where she lives." 

— Longfellow, 

fflITTLE now remains to tell of our tale. It 
was many months before Jack or his 
father recovered from the great sorrow 
of losing their pet and darling, little Polly. But 
they were now drawn nearer and closer to each 
other than they had ever been before, — the child's 
death had been as a strong link to bind them to- 
gether. Mr. Gilbert no longer hid the great affec- 
tion he had always felt for his son behind a mask 
of coldness, and Jack, for his part, showed his father 
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every thought and hope of his heart. Thus, as there 
was no longer any reserve between them, no more 
unhappy misunderstandings arose. Every day that 
passed showed Jack to be more dutiful and loving 
to his father, and found Mr. Gilbert making Jack 
more and more his companion. 

One day, soon after Polly's death, Jack asked his 
father what those strange words meant that he had 
used, about " the sea giving up her dead." Then it 
was he learned that Mr. Gilbert had had every search 
made for his missing son, but the only clue to his 
unhappy fate, which was found, was his hat that some 
sailor had picked up in the harbour the morning after 
he had sailed in the " Egeria." 

Jack had, schoolboy fashion, written his name and 
address in full in the white lining, and so it had come 
to pass that his father and his friends had mourned 
for him as one lost to them for ever. Polly alone had 
stoutly maintained her full belief that Jack was yet 
alive, and every morning she had prayed in beautiful 
and child-like faith for his return. 

It was some days before Jack summoned up 
courage to ask for Adolphus, and then he learned 
that it was even as he had feared, and that the 
poor boy had died the day after Jack had left 
home. 

At his death Roger Gordon had been so completely 
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overcome by remorse and grief that he had confessed 
all, and then Mr. Gilbert knew the reason that had 
prompted Jack's refusal to answer when questioned. 

As the months went by, Mr. Gilbert pitying Jack's 
loneliness and sad looks, and yet not wishing to part 
with him, secretly made some delightful plans which 
he did not divulge to his boy until they were quite 
complete. What was Jack's delight when he learned 
that Aunt Milly and Cousin Dick were to come to 
Hillside, and live, ^^ for good and alll' as Dick ex- 
pressed it, with Mr. Gilbert ! 

The two boys were to have Mr. Lane as their tutor 
for a year, after which they were to be sent together 
to a public school ; of course, spending all their holi- 
days at Hillside. 

But even when grown up to manhood, and to the 
last day of his life. Jack still kept warm and deep in 
his heart the remembrance of his little sister Polly ! 



THE END. 
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it is intended it is a volume singularly complete^ and toiU, we have no doubt, soo^i 
establish itself as a textrbooh in aU educational e^atlishmeKts in which the Scripturts 
4ffthe New TestamerU are read in the original (?reei(r."— Chubch BsLLg. 



BOOKS FOR THE CLERGY. 

The Eve of Ordination. 

BytheBev. H. W. BUBBOWS^ B.D., Vicar of Edmonton, 
and Examining Chaplain to the Bishop of Ely. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp,' is. 6d. 

[Second Edition, 



Holiness to the Lord : The Charac- 
ter OP THE Christian Priest. Adapted from the French of 
the Abb£ Dubois, for the use of the English Clergy. 
By the Bev. Prebendary OLABE. With an Introduction 
by the Lord Bishop op Carusle. 

Crown 8vo, cloth boards. 



London : W. Wells Gardner. Paternoster Buildings, 
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Books of Devotion^ &*c. 



Pastor in Parochia. 

Bv the Bight Bev. W. WALSHAM HOW, D.D., Bishop 
of Bedford and Suffragan of London. 

Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. ; with Appendix, 
leather doth, 4s. 6d. ; antique caJf limp, los. 6d. 

ilkirteenth Edition, 



Private Life and Ministrations of 

THE Parish Priest. By Bishop ISOW, 

Royal 32mo, leather, 6d. IFtftA Thousand. 



BOOKS OP DEVOTION, INSTRUCTION, 
AND REFERENCE. 

Aids to Christian Education: 

Being a Brief Manual of Christian Doctrin e and Practice. 
Bv the Soil and Bev. W. H. LYTTELTON, M.A., Vicar 
of Hagley, Canon of Worcester. 

Vol. I. The Baptismal Covenant. 
Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 



The Apostles' and Nicene Creeds. 

Proved and Illustrated from Holy Scripture. Edited by the 
Bev. F. MEYBICK, M.A. 

i6mo, 6d. 



The Change - Ringers' Guide to 

Steeples of England. With an Appendix, containing infor- 
mation on many subjects interesting to the exercise. Compiled 
by J . E. A OLAND-TBOYTE and B. H. D. AOLAND- 
TBOYTE, Members of the Ancient Society of Collie Youths, 
the Oxford University Society, &c. 

Crown Svo, is. . 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books of Devotion^ 6^c. 



Character and Work : Hints for 

Younger Men and Women. By the Bev. W. B. CLABE, M^, 

Vicar of Taunton, Prebendary of Wells. 

Crown SvOf cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 

"Some thingi in it remind u$ tf Foster'* Buay on *I>eei*Um of Character:* trui 
the style it dttogether d\ffdrent, tiu matter fresher, and mare Uruly pttt."— Nohoov 

VORMI8T. 



Children of the Church; or, Short 

Lessons on the Church Catechism for Infant Children. 
By Mrs. BOBEBT O'BEILLY. 

l8mo, cloth boards, is. 6d. [Sixth Edition^ 



Children of the Church. Second 

Series. Lessons on the Collects. 
By Mrs. BOBEBT O'BEILLY. 

i8mo, cloth boards, is. 6d. 



The Churchman's Manual. 

>. VENABLES, S.C.L., 

32mo^ doth boards, IS. [Second Edition, 



By the Bev. G. VENABLES, S.C.L., Vicar of Great 
Yarmouth. 



The Churchwarden's and Sidesman's 

Manual. By the Bev. J. OOLEY, M.A 

Fcap. 8vo, 6d. [ Third Edition, 



Counsels for Communicants. 

By the Bev. GEOBGE VENABLES, S.O.L. 

Crown i6mo, 6d. ; or doth boards, is. 

[Second Edition, 

Counsels of a Godfather. 

By the Bev. L. TUTTIETT. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth, bevelled boards, 38. 6d. 

[Second Edition, 

London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books op Devotion, &*c. 



Counsels on Prayer. 

By the Bev. G. F. PBESOOTT, M. A., Vicar of St Michael^ 

Paddington. 

Royal 32mo, 6d. ; cloth, is. 



The Days that are Past: A Manual 

of Early Church History. By the late Bev. W. BATRT), M. A. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 



The Double Witness of the Church. 

By the Bight Bev. W. INGBAHAM KIP, D.D., LL.D, 

Bishop of Cahfomia. 

Crown 8yo, cloth boards, 6s. 
This Edition of Bishop Kip*s popular Lectures on the Principles 
of the Church is reprinted from the 22d American edition revised by 
the Author. 



Duties of Churchwardens in Regard 

TO Pews. By the Bev. BOBEBT WIOBHAIC, Archdeacon 
of Asaph. 

Fcap. 8vo, 2d. 



Gardner's Elementary Atlas. 

Containing Sixteen Maps, full Coloured. 
4to, 6d. 



Gardners Elementary Atlas^ of 

Outline Maps. 4to, 6d. 



The Golden Steps : . Recollections of 

Lectures to Communicants* Classes. , 

By the late Bev. Q. HABBIS, M. A., Prebendary of Exeter. 
Royal 32mo, 6d. ; cloth, is. [Second Editioru 



London : W. Wells GaAdner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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History of the Christian Church 

FROM THE First to the Sixtfenth Century. 
By the Bev. T. B. BIKES, "S/LJL, F. B. Hist. Soc, 

Rector of Burstow, Surrey. 

l8mo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



Instructions in the Devotional Life. 

By the Bev. GEOBGE H. WILKINSON, M.A., Vicar of 
St. Peter's, Eaton Square, Canon of Tiuro. 

Fcap. 8vo, 6d. ; cloth boards, is. [43^ Thousand. 



Instructions in the Way of Salva- 
tion. By the Bev. GEOBGE H. WILKINSON, M. A. 

Fcap. 8vo, 6d.; cloth boards, is. [iSM Thotisand, 



Is it Peace ? Words of Encouragement 

for Anxious Souls. 
By the Bev. W. ALLEN WHITWOBTH, M.A., FeUow 
of St. John's College, Cambridge, and Vicar of St John's, 
* Hammersmith. 

l6mo, 6d. ; extra cloth, is. 



Kalendar Notes : Short Devotional 

Comments for Every Sun day and Holy-day of the Christian Year, 
By the Bev. J. B. VEBNON, Rector of St Audrie's, 
Somerset. 

Fcap. 8yo, cloth boards, 3^. 
** Brief rt/ading^ — tent and thQugh^fuW — LrrERART CHXTRcnvAir. 



Manual of English History. By a 

LADY. With Preface by the Rev, Prebendary Clark. 
l8mo, cloth boards, 2s. 

Parents' Manual for the Religious 

Training of Children. With Prayers and Hymns. 
By the Bev. U. Z. BULE. 

^ Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 6d. [Third Ediiim. 

" By far the haH book of the kind «< know : «o tvm.plt are iU earliett prayers, hymnif 
and tn«truct<on«. "—OuABDiAN. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Short Outline Lessons for each 

Sunday in the Christian Year. 

'Bf the Bev. W. BOYD OABPENTEB, H.A., Vicar of 

Christ Church, Paddington. 

i6mo, 6d. 



Simple Guide to Church Doctrine. 

Being an Explanation of the Church Catechism in Question and 
Answer, with Notes and Scripture Proofs. 
By BLANCHE MOOBE. 

i6mo, 4d. [Second EditioH. 



Instruction for Junior Classes 

IN Sunday Schools. By the Bev. A C. AINSLIE, H.A, 
Vicar of Henstridge, Prebendary of Weils. 

Fcap. Svo, cloth boards, is. 
Lesson Leaves for one year for class of ten, 5s. 
This book contains the Story op the Gospels in 52 lessons, and 
is intended to help teachers who have not been trained in the difficult 
art of questioning. 

Studies in the Church : Letters to an 

Old- Fashioned Churc hman . 
By the Bight Bev. HENBY O. LAY, D.D., Bishop of 
Easton^ U.S. A. 

i8mo, doth boards. 



The Teaching of Jesus Christ upon 

many Subjects of the Christian Verity. 
By the Bev. G. VENABLES, aO.L. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 



Ways of Overcoming Temptation: 

With a Form of Self-Examination and Prayers. 
By the Bev. GEOBGE BOODLE, M.A9 Vicar of Clofordt 
Frome. 

Royal 32mo, paper cover, 6d. ; cloth boards, is. 

[Eighth Edition. 

London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books on Missions. 



HOME AND FOREIGN MISSION WORK. 

The Beginnings of Missions; or, 

Narratives of Church Work amongst the Labouring Classes. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards. \Rcady shortly. 

Coral Missionary Magazine, 

See page 41. 

The Cuddesdon Manual of Inter- 
cession FOR Missions. 

l6mo, 4d. [Second Ediiion, 



Missionary Prayers for the Exten- 
sion of Christ's Church at Home and Abroad. 
For Private and Family Use. 

iSmo, cloth boards, is. ; paper covers, 6d, 



Mission Life : An Illustrated Magazine 

of Home and Foreign Church Work, See page 44. 



Missions in India: The Religious 

Education of Unbeliev ers. Seven Letters. 
Bv the late Bight Bev. HENBY DOUGLAS, DJ)., Bishop 
of Bombay. With Preface by the Rev. E. S. Talbot, M.A., 
Warden of Keble College. 

Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 



Mission Work: Three Addresses on 

the Day of Intercession, 1875, at St . Peter'sChurch, Eaton Squaic. 
By the Bight Bev. A. B. WEBB, D.D., Missionary Bishop 
of Bloemfontein. 

L The Aim and Principles of Mission Work. 
II. The Temptations and Difficulties of Mission Work. 
III. The Encouragements and Rewards of Mission Work. 
Fcap. 8vo, 6d« 



London : W. Wells Gardner^ Paternoster BuiLDiNOSi 
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Sermons, Meditations^ &*c. 



Paper Deputations 

(Chapters on Mission Work in Foreign Lands). 
Edited by Bev. J. J. HAIiCOMBE, S(LA. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo, cloth boards, is. 6d. 



Penitentiary Work : Its Principles, 

Methods, Difficulties, and Encouragements. 
By the :E^v. OEOBGE H. WILKINSON, M^ 
Fcap. 8vo, 6d. 



Speeches on Missions. 

By Bishop WILBEKFOBCE. , Edited by the Rev. Henrt 
Rowley. 

8vo, cloth boards, 7s. [Second Edition, 

" ThU booh may be considered an instruction-hook, not ordy by its provirion of m 
mucA material ready to handf hut the Uuont it gives as to the real importance and 
stirring interest of many facts and figures which seem, uninteresting enough <u generaUy 
read in missionary penodicaZs. It teaches the speaker or the preacher hoto to prvvide 
himself well with materials, and then how to infuse life and wcanmihinto mom."— 
ChubchBblls. 



SERMONS, MEDITATIONS, &a 
Absolution : A : Sermon. 

By the Bev. GEORGE H. WILKINSON, M.A. 

8vo, paper covers, is. 



After this Manner Pray ye: Ten 

Sermons on the Lord's Prayer. By Archdeacon u/inKHAiw^ 
Crown. 8vo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 



The Brazen Serpent and other Sermons 

preached before the University of Cambridge. 
By the Bev. GOBDON GALTHBOP, M.A., Vicar of St 

Augustine's, Highbury. 

Crown 8vo, doth boards, 3s. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings 
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Sermons^ Meditations, &*c. 



A Charge Delivered on his Primary 

Visitation in St. Thomas's Cathedral, Bombay. 
By the late Bishop DOUaLAS. 

Svo, IS. [Second Edition. 



The Christian Course ; or, Helps to the 

Practice of Meditation. By the Bev. THOMAS MAY, M.A. 
"With Preface by Bishop How. 

Royal 8vo, cloth boards, 5s. 

[Fourth Edilion, Corrected and Enlarged, 



Common-Life Sermons. 

By the Bev. J. EBSKINE CLABKE, M.A., Chaplain to 
the Bishop of Rochester, Hon. Canon of Winchester, and Vicar 
of Battersea. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. ; boards, 2s. 6d. 

[Sixth Thousand. 

Confession: A Sermon. 

By the Bev. GEOBGE H. WILKINSON, M.A. 
8vo, paper covers, is. 



Following Christ: Short Meditations 

for Busy People. Adapted from the French, 
l8mo, cloth limp, is. 



Give ye Them to Eat. Meditations 

for Sunday-School Teachers. Founded on the Miracle of 
Feeding the Multitude. By S. GEBAXDINA STOCK, 
Author of *' Lessons on Israel in Egypt and the Wilderness." 
i8mo, 3d. 



Hearty Services ; or, Revived Church 

Worship. Ten Sermons preached in substance at St. Giles' 
Church, Durham. By the Bev. J. O. NOBTON, MwA, Vicar. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 

[Second Edition, 

London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Sermons, Meditations, &*€. 



Hindrances to Spiritual Life: A 

Course of Lent Lectures. By the Bev. O. T. PBSSCOTT, H. A. 

Crown 8vo^ doth boards, is. 6d« 

[Third Edition, 
** Praetiedllp trMtti in a mannar to 9uit thi wmtt of common evtry-day life.**— 

CBUBOHTlMSa. 



Hindrances to the Work of the 

Church in the World : A Serie s of L enten Sermons. 
By the Bishop of BATH and WELLS, the Bev. E. 
H. PLXTMPTBE^he Bev. J. EBSSXNE OLABEX, 
ArchdeacozL SANDFOBB, and others. 

Small crown 8vo, doth boards, 2s. 6d« 



Lent Lectures. 

By the Bev. OEOBGE H. WILKINSON, MA. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth, is. [Ninth Thousand, 



Love is of God, and other Sermons. 

By the Bight Bev. W. BAOON STEVENS^ D.D., I1I1.D., 

Bishop of Peimsylirania. 

CONTENTS. 

Love is of God. — God's Ownership of Souls.— The Personal Presence of the Cooft- 
fbrter. — Delayed Mercies Resulting in Greater Glory to God. — Spiritual Death. — 
The Almost Christian.— Follow thou Me. — The Missionary Woman. — ^The Book <^ 
Prayer for the House of Prayer. — Living Stones made Ready for the Heavenly 
Temple.— Why so xoany Prayers are Unanswered. — The Atonement. — Jesus our 
Refuge and Rest — ^Waidng and Watching. — Opportunides Lost: Op 



Improved.— The Answer to flie Bereaved Heart.— Waiting for Jesus. — Can we now 
Lean on Jesus' Bosom ?— The Lambeth Conference, 1878. — The Law of Spiritual 
Growth.— Sins of the Tongue.— In Athens Alone.— The Wrath of the Lamk— 
Parental Responsibility.— Is there Reason or Profit in Prayer t 

Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. 



Old Paths: Sermons on the Apostles^ 

Creed. By the Bev. E. F. WAYNE, M.A. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternostsb. Buildings* 
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S£XMONS^ Meditations^ df*c. 



The Parables of Our Lord Jesus 

Christ Practically set Forth. 
By the Bev. O. F. De TETaSTKH, B.I>., Rector of Church- 
Brampton. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 5s, 



Plain Words. First Series. Sixty 

Short Sermons for the Poor, and for Family Reading. 
By Bishop HOW. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth, turned in, 2s. ; cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 

[Forty-third Edition. 
Large-type Edition, doth boards, 3s. 6d. 



Plain Words. Second Series. Short 

Sermons for the Sundays and Chief Holy-days of the Christian 
Year. By Bishop HOW. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth, turned in, 2s. ; doth boards, 2s. 6d. 

[Twenty-fourth Edition. 
Large-type Edition, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. 



Plain Words. Third Series. Forty 

Meditations with a View to the Deepening of the Spiritual Life. 
By Bishop HOW. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. ; cloth boards, 28. 6d. 

[Fourteenth Edition. 
Large-type Edition, doth boards, 3s. 6d. 



Plain Words. Fourth Series. Forty 

Readings for those who Desire to Pray Better. By Bishop HO w. 
Fcap. 8vo, doth limp, turned in, 2s. ; doth boards, 2s. 6d. 

[Second Edition. 

Plain Words to Children. 

By Bishop HOW. 

Crown 8vo, doth, bevelled boards, 2s. 6d.; Fcap. 8vo, doth limp, 2s. 

London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Sbxmons^ Meditations^ &*c. 



Practical Sermons. 

By the Bev. H. W. BITBIIOWS, B.D., Vicar of Edmonton. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards. [Ready shortly* 



Sermons, Doctrinal and Practical. 

By the Bev. MOBOAN BDC, Rector of Holy Trinity, 
New York. 

CONTENTS. 

The Prayer of Balaam (AdTent).~Visions (Advent).— The Mystery of the Holy 
Incarnation (Chri8tm^.<^A Sermon of Childhood (Cmistma^ — Action, Prayer, and 
Sorrow (Epiphany). —Trne and False Repentance (Lent)-- The Place of Pam in the 
S3r8tem of our Redemption (Lent). — ^The Cross, die Measure, and the Qmdemna- 
tion of the World (Lent).— The Morning of Eternity (Easter).— Faith and Age in 
Christ (Easter). — Rashness and Irreverence in Modem Relieion (Ascension). — ^The 
Crown (Trinity).— The Time Spirit and the Holy Ghost (Whitsuntide).— Pleasure, 
Happiness, and Duty. — Detraction. — ^The Strife of Faith and Doubt in the SouL— 
The Pearl of Great Price.— Life Battles.--The Mirrors of Nature and Grace.— 
Unseen Teachers.— The Rich and the Poo«; here and hereafter. — Sacrifice and Sub- 
mission. — (^ming to God by Love and by Fear. — The Image of God in Man.— The 
Communion of Saints. 

Crown 8vo, doth boards, 6s. 



Seven Lenten Sermons on Psalm LI. 

By Bishop HOW. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth limp, turned in, is. 

[Ninth Editim. 

The Sin of Man and the Love of God: 

A Series of Sermons on the Parables contained in the 15th Chapter 
of St Luke. By the Bev. Prebendary OLABK. 
Small crown 8vo, doth boards, 3s. 6d. 



The True Penitent : Reflections on the 

Penitential Psalms. By the Bev. L. TXTTTIETT, M.A. 
Fcap. 8vo, doth, is. 6d. 



Twenty-four Practical Sermons, 

By Bishop HOW. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth limp, turned in, 2s. ; cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 

[Ninth Edition. 

London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Music^ &*c. 



The Voice of God: 

Chapters on Foreknowledge, Inspiration , and Prophecy. 
By the Very Bev. B. MOBOAN OOWIE, B.D., Dean of 
Manchester. 

Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 5s. 

** JToe fnerdy vdludble, but iiutUpentable, to the itiuient of prcphtqf,**^LTtWBkXf 
Ohubohmam; 



MUSIO, &c. 
Canticles, Divided for Chanting. 

Oblong, 2d, 



Canticles, Pointed for Chanting. 

i8mo, id. 



Canticles, ' Pointed for Chanting, 

with Appropriate Chants. By Bishop HOW. 
4to, paper covers, is. ; cloth limp, is. 



The Evening Psalter, Pointed for 

Chanting. By Bishop HOW. 

Oblong, cloth limp, 6d. 



Psalter AND Canticles, Pointed for 

Chanting to Anglican Chants, with Accents and Marks of 
Expression. By £. H. THOBNE, late Organbt of Chichester 
CathedraL 

i8mo, cloth limp, is. 



Sacred Music for the Home Circle. 

Edited by E. H. THOBNE. 

Oblong, cloth boards, is. 6d. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Poetry. 

A Selection of Chants and Tunes. 

Edited by E. H. THOKNE. 

Oblong, cloth limp, 2s. 6d« 



A Selection of Single and Double 

Chants. Edited by E. H. THOBNE. 

Oblong, doth limp, is. 
[Twcniy-secmd Ediihm. 

Songs and Lyrics for Little Lips. 

With Musical Contributions by W, H. 0I7MMINQ& 
Illustrated by G. L. Seymour, and others, 

8vo, cloth extra, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 6s. 
*' A cMtetion <tf wnu <tf the ehoUat lUtU poem»fcr ehUdrtn that we j 



oUt <o*M< new—^ith apprcpriaU mutie and charming *pieture».* We can iaugint 
no mofrt ddigh^l preunt to a ekild tix or teven peart olo."— Ouabdian. 

** They will exercUe a refining and healthful in^uenee, and give abundant enjeij/mtni 
to young oMd old. We know of no better hook of th€ cIom."— Litebabt Chubchmiii. 

Temperance Hymns and Songs, 

With Accompanying Tunes. 
Published under the direction of the Church of England Temp^ntncc 
Society. 

Demy 8vo, paper covers, is. 6d. ; cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 
"Aleeted S^f^^^ eat^Iie eoi tr ee a f rom, *Hymnt Ancient and Modem to 
Sankey'i, 2%ere it a tpecial divition for children. "— Dailt Reyixw. 



POETRY. 

The Changed Cross. 

By the Hon. Mrs. 0. HOBABT, nA K. P, W. 

With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. 

Square i6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, is. 6di 

\SixteetUh EdUion^ 

The Cloud and the Star. 

By the Hon. Mrs. 0. HOBABT, nk K. P. W» 

With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. 

Square i6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, is. 6d. 

; [Second EdUkH. 

London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Poetry, 

Deare Childe. a Village Idyll. By 

theBev. S. J. STONE, M.A., Vicar of St. Paul's, Dalston. 

With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. 

Square i6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, is. 6d. 

{Third Edition, 

" Wi tearedv hum iohether Mr. SUme-'Whou devotional poetry needs no praiee 
—or Miee MiUi hat most happily ea'ught ike spirit that should aninuUe such a 
memoriaL Both are so true a* to he almost paii^ul—at least to thou vho have loved 
and lost a lUtU ehiUL^'—VovcovroBMrnr. 



Infant Lispings. 

By 0. S. BOWE. With Twelve Illustrations by 
W. S. Weigand. 

' Square i6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, is. 6d. 



[erusalem the Golden. A New 

Translation. With Illustrations by Helen J. A. Miles. 
Uniform with "The Changed Cross." 

Square i6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, is. 6d. 



The King in His Beauty, and other 

Poems. By TLOBENOE O. ABMSTBONO. 

With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. 

Square i6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, ts. 6d. 

[Second Edition, 

Lays and Rhymes for Hours at Sea. 

By E. J. KELLY. 

Royal 32mo, 9d. ; cloth boards, is. 



Little Lays for Little Lips. 

With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. Miles. 

Square l6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, is. 6d. 

[FifiA Edition. 

London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books of Prayer y &*c. 



Month by Month. Poems for Children. 

With Twelve niustrations by T. Pym. 

Square i6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, is. 6d« 



Sacred Poems for the Sick and 

SUFFEEING. By JAMES MOXTL. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 



Tattered Banners, and other Poems. 

By B. J. KELLY. With an Introduction by Uie 
Rev. R. Duckworth, M.A., Canon of Westminster. 
Royal 32mo^ paper, 9d. ; cloth boards, is. 



Three All Saints' Summers, and other 

Teachings of Nature to a Busy Man. By Bishop HOW. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, 2s. 6d. 



BOOKS OP PRATER, SPECIAL SERVICES, 

&c. 

Daily Family Prayer for Church- 
men. By Bishop HOW. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, is. 6d. 

[£t^A Edition, Revised and EnUurgetU 



Five Offices for Parochial Use. 

Sunday-School Teachers — Opening and Closing Schools — Meet- 
ing of District Visitors — Mission- Room Services — Cottages. &c , 
By the Bev. OEOKOE VENABLES, S.O.L. 
i6mo, 6d. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books of Prayer ^ &*c. 



Form of Prayer to be Used at Sea 

FOR Passengers. 

32mo, Id. 



The Form of Solemnisation of 

Matrimony. With Explanatory Observations. By the 
Bev. GEORGE VENABLES, aO.L. 
Square i6mo, 3cU 



Household Prayers for Working 

Men. By the Bev. L. TUTTIETT. 

i8mo, doth, 6cL [TmtA Thousand, 



Marriage Service. Printed in Red and 

Bkck, with Illustrations, and a Marriage Chorale. 

Bound in white and gold, 6d. ; or white silk, 5s. 



Ministration of Public Baptism 

OF Infants. With Explanatory Obsenrations. By the 
Bev. GEOBGE VENABLES, S.O.L. 
Square i6mo, 3d. 



Office of Commemoration. Suitable 

for use at the Ember Seasons by Priests of the Church of 
England. Drawn from the Ordina tion Service and from Holy 
Scnpture. By the Bev. S. W. IBVINE., Rector of St Maiy 
at the Walls, Colchester. 

Fcap. 8vo, 6d. 



Offices OF Holy Baptism, Confirma- 
tion, Solemnisation of Matrimony, and the Burial 
of the Dead. With Explanatory Observations, By the 
Bev. GEOBGE VENABLES, S.O.L. 

In One VoL square i6mo, is.; cloth, 2s. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books of Prayer^ <S^c. 



The Order of the Burial of the 

Dead. With Explanat ory Observations. 
By the Bev. OEOBGE V^ENABLES, S.O.L. 

Square i6mo, 3d. 

The Order of Confirmation. With 

Explanatoiy Observations. By the Bev. O. VEKABLES, S.O.L. 

Square i6mo, 3d. 



Plain Forms of Household Prayer 

FOR Four Weeks. By the Bev. Ii. TUTTIETT. 
Especially arranged for those engaged in necessary business. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. \Fifih Edition, 



Prayers and Meditations for the 

Morning and Evening of each Day of the Week. 
Chiefly in the words of Holy Scripture. . Arranged by the 
Bev. E. N. DUMBLETON, M.A., Rector of St. James's, 
Exeter. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is. 3d. 



Prayers for Daily Use for Young 

Persons. Edited by the Bev. O. H. WILEINSON, M. A. 

l8mo, 3d. 



Prayers for Schools. By Bishop how. 

Royal 32mo^ paper covers, 3d. ; doth, 6d. 

[Eighth Thousandf 

Prayers for Use at Sea. 

Royal 32lno, Id. 



I/mDON : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books of Prayer^ &*c. 



Sacra Privata: Private Prayers and 

Meditations. By Bishop WILSON. 

241x10, paper covers, 6d. ; cloth boards, is. 



A Short and Plain Instruction for 

THE Bett er U nderstanding of the Lord's Supper. 
Bj Bishop WILSON. 

24rao, cloth boards, is. ; antique calf or morocco limp, 3s. 6d. ; 
antique morocco, 3s. 6d. 



Special Service of Intercession 

FOR THOSE AT SeA. 

Approved by the Archbishop of Canterbury. 
id.,' or 6s. per loa 



A Special Service of Preparation 

for Holy Communion. 
Many Churches in the Diocese of Exeter have adopted this Service 
for use on a week-day evening. It is now published with the 
view of an extended circulation, and is sanctioned by the Bishops <A 
Winchester, Exeter, and others. 

50 copies for 2s. 



Three Extra Services for Use in 

Church. An OflSce for Communicants— A Service of Song — 
Catechetical Service. By the Bev. G. VENABLES, S.C.L. 

i8mo, 4d. 



Watching by the Cross : Prayers and 

Meditations for Holy- Week. By the Bev. W. BAIBD, M. A. 
Royal 32mo, 6d. [ Third EdUion. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books for Children, 6-c. 



BOOKS for CHILDREN, PRIZES, VILLAOE 
LIBRARIES, &a ^ 



Chatterbox. 

Seepage 39. 



Chatterbox Album of Animals. 

EM^ravings by F. W. Keyl, Harrison Weir, W. H. Boot, 
and Percy Macquoid. 

Crown 4to, extra doth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 6s. 



Childhood's Joy; or, To be Good is 

\ By the Author of «*Rambl< 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d» 



to be Happy. By the Author of "Rambles at Sunnyside." 
niostrated. 



Children of the Old Testament. 

Edited by the Bev. J. EBSKINE OLABKE, ICA. 

With numerous full-page Illustrations. 

Royal 4to, paper boards, is. 6d. ; doth gilt, 2s. 6d. 



Christmas Tree: A Tale for Young 

and Old. With Coloured Frontispiece. 

i8mo, dothl)oards, is. 



Dogged Jack. By the Author of " True 

under TriaL" With full-page Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books for Children^ &*c. 



Edith Vernon's Life-Work. By the 

Author of " Harry's Battles," '* Susie's Flowers," &c &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth boards extra, 3s. 6d. 

[StxiA Edition, 
**A very prOiv ttory, very wLl told, , , . It is Mmewhat erweded with ineideat, 
tut it i$ rtdily wdl written: ihi leuorn inculcated are exeeUeni, and eamt of id 
cJUnnactcr* art ntcA at im eKxnR not eoiily forget,"— Ljtkraby Chubohman. 



EwiN Lloyd ; or, How we all Got on. 

By B. J. KELLY. With Coloured Illustrations. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 



Fables and Fairy Tales in Short 

Words. By SABAH OKOMPTON. Illustrated. 
i8mo, extra cloth boards, is. 6d. 



Good Stories. 

Goodly Cedars: A Child's Sunday 

Book. With Coloured Frontispiece. 

l8mo, cloth boards, is. 



Hatty and Marcus ; or, First Steps in 

the Better Path. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
l8mo, cloth boards, is. 



Helen Morton's Trial. 

With Coloured Frontispiece. ^ 

i8mo, cloth boards, is. 



Honor Bright; or, The Four-Leaved 

Shamrock. By the Authors of " Two. Blackbirds," " Robin and 
Linnet," &c With full-page Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books for Children^ fir. 



Jem Morrison the Fisher-Boy, and 

THE Trials of a Village Artist. By BUTH BUCK. 
Ulttstiated. 

i8mo, doth boards, is. 6d. 



Left to Our Father: A Story. 

By the Author of " Clevedon Chimes,** &c 
With Illustrations by H. French. 

Square i6mo, doth boards, is. 6d. 



Life of Christ, in the Words of 

THE Four Evangelists. With Coloured Illustrations from 
Drawings by H. Warren. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth boards, 2s. 6d. 



Little Fables for Little Folk. 

With Nineteen Illustrations. 

l8mo, doth boards, is. 



A Lost Piece of Silver, By the 

Author of "Edith Vernon's Life- Work," &c. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo, doth boards extra, 3s. 6d. 

[Second EdUiom. 

\M^ini3it unse of being faithfvX to lift, . . . Told tpithout exaggeratum, icithout 019 
fine writing t Imt with very eoniiderabUp<noer,**-SFEar atou. 



Lucy Clarke and the Two Neigh- 
bours. By E. J. KELLY. 

i8mo, doth boards, is. 



Lucy Helmore. 

By Mrs. VTDAL. Coloured Illustrations. 
Fcap. 8vo, doth boards, 2s. 6d. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster BuaDiNGS.. 
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Books for Children^ 6^. 



Margaret and her Friends. 

By OHABLOTTE O'BBISN. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, is. 



The Morning Star: Daily Texts for 

Little Children. Arranged by E. F. D. C. B. 

Printed in Red and Black. 32mo, extra doth, is. 



Mother's Warm Shawl. 

By OHABLOTTE O'BBIEN. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, is. 



My New Suit, and Other Stories. 

By'H. A. rOBBE, Author of **The Old Ship; or, Better 
than Strength." Illustrated. 

i8mo, cloth boards, is. 6d. 



Number Eleven, and Other Stories, 

By FBANOES H.. WOOD. lUustrated. 

i8mo, cloth, bevelled boards, is. 6d. 



The Old Ship; or, Better than Strength 

By H. A. FOBBE, Author of "My New Suit," &c With 
full-page Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 



Oliver Dale's Decision. 

By OHABLOTTE O'BBIEN. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, is. 



Orange Seed: A Tale for Girls. 

Coloured Frontispiece. 

i8mo, doth boards^ is. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Built>ino«, 
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Books for Children^ <S^c. 



The Parables of the Kingdom. 

Our Lord's Parables simply Told for Children. 
By the Author of "Voices of Nature," ''Earth's Many Voices." 
With 46 Illustrations in Outline by H. J. A. Miles. 
Square i6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, 2s. 6d. 



Parish Library. 

Edited by the Bev. J. EBSKINE OLABKE, M.A. 

Illustrated. 

Deb Clinton, the Smuggler's Daughter, 

Lucy Graham. 

Old Andrew the Peacemaker. 

The Cloakmaker of St. Laurent, 

Can She Keep a Secret? 

l8mo, cloth boards, price is. each. 



The Parish Magazine. 

Pleasant Paths for Little Feet. 

By BUTH BXXOK With Coloured Frontispiece. 
l8mo, cloth boards, is. 



Prayers for Children. 

By the Bev. H. W. LEE. 

i8mo, cloth boards, is. 



Prayers for Children. 

By the Bev. OEOBOE H. WILKINSON, KA. 

i8mo, 2d. 



The Prize: For Boys and Girls. 

See page ^6. 

London : W, Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books for Children^ &*c. 



Robin and Linnet- By the Authors of 

" Two Blackbirds," " Honor Bright," &c. 
With Coloured Illustrations by T. Pym. 
Square l6mo. 



Ruth Halliday; or, The Adopted 

Daughter. A Tale founded on Fact. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, is. 



St. Austin's Court; or, The Grand- 
children. With Coloured Frontispiece. 

i8mo, cloth boards, is. 



The Schoolmaster and his Son: 

A Story of the Thirty Years' War. By K H. CASPABL 
With Coloured Illustrations, from Drawings by £. H. Co&bould. 
Fcap. 8yo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 



SiLVERMERE Annals I Tales of Village 

Life. By 0. B. B. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Fcap. 8yo, cloth boards, is. 



Stories of the Good Shepherd: 

A Sunday Book for Little Children. 
With Coloured Illustrations, from Drawings by J. D. WATSON. 
Fcap. 8yo, cloth boards, 2s. 6d. 



The Stories they Tell Me ; or. Sue 

and I. By Mrs. BOBEBT O'BEILLY, Author of *< Children 
of the Church," "De'oorah's Drawer," &c. With Illustrations 
by H. J. A Miles. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 

[Second Edition, 
" A tkorwigKly (itlightf^^ ^^* ^^ 0/ »ound wi$dom oi veil as ^^n."— Athxnjbux. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Books for Children^ &»c. 



Sunday Reading for the Young. 

See page ^^, 

A Tale of the Crusades. 

By SABAH GBOMPTON. 

Sir W. Scott's " Talisman " in Short Words. 
Fcap. 8yo, cloth boarda, is. 



The Three Cups; or, The Girls of 

^REWS. By the Author of <* Marty and the 
^d. 
Crown 8vo, doth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d« 



St. Andrews. By the Author of « Marty and the Mite-Bozes." 
Illustrated. 



Timid Lucy. 

V i b Coloured Frontispiece. 

i8mo^ cloth boards, li. 



Trials of Rachel Charlcote. 

By Mrs. VIDAL. With Coloured Frontispieo& 
Fcap. Svo, doth boards, is. 



True under Trial. 

By FBANOES PALMER. With Tinted Illustrations 
after Drawings by G. L. Seymour and W. A Cranston. 
Crown Svo, doth, Bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 
** One Q^ tAc hut hoy* hooki we hav $em for a long time. Written wUh a rare 
conibinamn tif reliaiout tpirit, with a perfect ahstentionfrom cant ; and $0 veU put 
togetheTf that we hdieve no reader who once took up the hook would put UdownwUh' 
outjlniehing it."— Standard. 
"A weUrwHtton «tory."— Txiot. 



Turning - Point of Life, and The 

Double Warfare : Two Confirmation Stories. Illustrated. 
i8mo, cloth boards, gilt edges, is. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Pamphlets^ Tracts^ &*€. 



Voices of Nature, By the Author of 

•* Parables of the Kingdom." With Illustrations. 
Square i6mo, cloth boards, is. 6d. 



The Watchers on the Longships: 

A Tale op Cornwall in the Last Century. 
By JAMES F. OOBB. Illustrated by Davidson Knowles. 
Crown Svo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. 

[Third Ediium, 
"A capital ttoryt and on* we heartily commend to bojf reader$t Mh gentU and 

We are Seven, 

By OABOLINE BIBLEY. Coloured Illustrations by T. Pym. 
Square i6mo. [lieady skortfym 



PAMPHLETS, CARDS, TRACTS, and SMALL 
BOOKS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 

Aids to Christian Education. 

AS TRACTS. 
Leaving the Vale of Hebron ; or, The End of Childhood 

and the Beginning of Adult Life. id. 
Confirmation and the Confirmation Service, id. 
Original Sin ; or, The State of Nature, id. 
Baptism ; or, The State of Privilege : and Conversion ; or, The 

Turning of the Soul to God. 3d. 
The Baptismal Vow ; or, The Conditions of Salvation. Part I. 

Renouncing the Devil, the World, and the Flesh. 4d. 
The Baptismal Vow. Part II. Faith ; or. Trust in Christ, and 

Belief of Revealed Truth. 3d. 
The Baptismal Vow. Part III. Obedience ; or, Good Works 

Necessary to Salvation. 3d. 
The Example of Christ, n its Application to Ordinary Life. 4d. 



Anglo-American Sympat hy wi th Con- 
tinental Reform. By the Bev. Dr. STEVENS FEBBY. 
8vo, 6d. 



London : W. Wblls Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Pamphlets^ Tracts^ &*c. 



Break Up Your Fallow Ground: 

A Help to Self-Examination^ 

By the Bev* GEOBGE H. WTLKINSOir, HLJL 

i8mo, 3d. [35M Thousand, 



Children's Home Hymn-Book. 

Edited by the Bev. J. EBSXINE CLABKE, IC. A. 

Royal 321x10, Id. ; cloth, 2d. [30M Thousand. 



Children's School Hymn-Book. 

Edited by the Bev. J. EBSXINE OLABEE, 

Royal 32mo, id. ; doth, 2d. [45/A Thousand. 



Helps by the Way. 

I. My Morning Il3rmn. III. My Weekly Questions. 

XL My Daily Rules. IV. My Confession to God. 

Printed in Red and Black, 8vo, id. 

[Second Ediiion, 

Hints to Church-Workers. 

Published under the Direction of the London Diocesan Laj 
Helpers' Association. 

Square i6mo, cloth boards, is. 4d. 
AS SEPARATE PARTS. 
Hints to Choirmen, including an Office for the Admission of a 

Chorister. Fourth Edition, id. 
Hints to Sunday-School Teachers. Third Edition, id. 
Hints to Lay Readers, with the Form for admitting Readers. 

2d. 

Hints to Teachers of Adult Classes, id. 
Hints to Lay Missioners. id. 
Hints on Visiting the Poor and Sick. id. 
Hints to Bell-Ringers, id. 



Holy Communion. (For those who need 

encouragement.) By Bishop HOW. 

20 in packet, 6d. [85/^ Thousand. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Pamphlets^ Tracts, &*c. 



Holy Communion. 

By the Bev. T. B. SIXES, M. A., F. B. Hist. Soo., Rector 
of Burstow, Surrey. 

32mo, 6d. 



Home Re-Union Papers. 

Two Papers upon the Relations of the Engush Church to 

Nonconformity. 3d.; by post, sJd. 
I. The Church and the Nonconformists, by John Shelly. 

II. The Church in Relation to Home Re-union, by John 

Trevarthen. III. The Church and Dissent, by Rev. Canon 

Hole. 2d.; by post, 2 Jd. 
Sermon by the Bishop of Winchester. 2d.; by post, 24d. 
A Lecture by Earl Nelson, and Accounts of Two Meetings on 

Home Re-union, at Salisbury. 3d. ; by post, 4d. 
On the Promotion of a Better Understanding between 

Churchmen and Nonconformists. An Address at the Ipswich 

Conference, by R. Denny Urlin, Esq. 2d. ; by post, 2^0. 



How TO Ensure a Happy New Year. 

By the Bev. J. T. PABSONS, M.A 

6d. per Packet of 12 Cards. 



How TO Pray the Lord's Prayer. 

32mo, Id. ; or 6s. per 100. [lOth Thousand. 

**IntJu plaineit type and language. We can exumtMtly eommeiui it fcr HUMbuHon 
w tii-eljf to be moit tMe/^"— Guardian. 



Hymns for the Day of Intercession. 

By the Bev. S. J. STONE, M.A. 

i8mo, 2s. 6d. per loa [80/A ThousamL 



The Important Question, "Are You 

Saved?" By the Bev. THOICAS MAY, M.A 

8vo, 6d. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Pamphlets^ Tracts^ &*c. 

Letter of Commendation. 

Twehre Caids in Red and Black. 

6d. per packet 



A Letter-Writer for the People. 

By the Bev. G. T. HOABE, M.A. 

i8mo» 4d. [15M Thousand, 



Light on the Lee Bow. 

By S. J. KELLY. 

8vo, 2d. 



The Limits of the Royal Supr emacy 

IN TH& Church of England. By Bishop ANDBjswjss. 
Fcap. 8vo, 4d. 



The Messengers of the Churches: 

An Address on Missions. 
By the Bialiop of ST. ALBANS. 
id. ; or 6s. per 100. 



The Old Catholics and the Anglo- 

CoNTiNENTAL SOCIETY. By Bov. F. MSYBICK, HA 
Svo, 6d. 



The Old Catholic Movement on the 

Continent of Europjl By the Bisliop of wInOHBSTEBw 
Svo, 6d. 



Our Church and our Country. 

By the Bev. G. VENABLES, aC.L. 

Crown Svo, 6d. [FourlA Edition, 



London : W. Wells Gardner* Paternoster Buildings. 
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Pamphlets, TractSj 6r»c. 



Our Creed ; or, What do I Believe in ? 

32mo, 4d. 



Our National Seamen and our 

National Church. By Oommander DAWSOlf, R.K. 
Fcap, 8vo, 6d. 



Personal Holiness as Influencing 

THE Conduct in the Family. By Earl NEU30K. 
8vo, 2d. 



Personal Holiness as Influencing 

THE Conduct in the Family. By the Dean of LIOHFIELD. 
32mo,'ld. ; 6s. per loa 



Personal Holiness as Influencing 

THE Conduct in Trade. By GEOBOE SEEY. 
8vo, 2d. 



Plain Words. By Bishop how. 

Series L to III. Large Type, in Packets, 2s. 6d. each. 

A Selection of Tracts from " Plain Words." is. per Packet. 

3 sorts. 

Popular Arguments of Unbelief, and 

How TO Meet them. By Archdeacon BEIOHEL. 
8vo, 2d. 



The Position and Duty of Non- 
abstainers with Reference to the Temperance Cause. 

8vo, 4d. [Second Edition, 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Pamphlets] Tracts, 6r*c. 



The Power of Suffering: 

A Thought for Holy Week. 
By the Bev. G. H. WILKINSON, ULA. 
12 in packet, 6d. 



The Power of Weakness. By the 

Bev. G. H. WILKINSON, TILJl. The Substance of Two 
Good Friday Addresses delivered in St. Peter's, Eaton Square. 
Fcap. 8vo, 3d. 



A Prayer for the Parish. 

From " Pastor in Parochil" 

On Card, in Red and Black, id. 



Resolutions for those Recovering 

FROM Sickness. From '* Pastor in Parochii." 
On Card, in Red and Black, id. 



The Sacraments of the Church of 

England. By Axchdeacon WIOKHATW, M.A. 

8vo, 6d. 



Scepticism among the Working 

Classes. By the Bev. V. H. STANTON, KA. 

8vo, 2d. 



Sketches from Life ; or, Work among 

the Poor of London. By a Parish DEAOONESS. 
Royal 32mo, 4d. 



Suggestions for Observing the Day 

OF Intercession. By Bishop HOW. 
i8mo, id. ; or 6s. per 100. 



London s W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Pamphlets, Tracts, &*c. 



Thoughts for the Day of Interces- 
sion. By the Bev. GEOBGE H. WILKINSON, M. A. 

i8mo, id. ; or 6s. per loo. [15/^ Thousand, 



Thoughts for the Sick and Suffering 

ON THE Day of Intercession. 
With Commendation by Bishop HOW. ^ 
i8mo, id. ; or 6s. per loa 



Tracts for the Family. 

By the Bev. L. TUTTIETT. id. each ; or 6s. per loa 

The Household Exhorted to the Lord's Supper. 
The Household Exhorted to Mutual Kindness. 
The Household Reminded of Mutual Dependence. 
The Household United in Daily Prayer. 
The Household Assembled in the Lord's House, 
The Household Warned against the Enemies of Peace. 
The Household Prepared for Sickness, Sorrow, and 
Death. 

By the Bev. J. EBSKINE OLABKE, KA. 

Bargain-Driving. 
Over-Dress. 

Two Addresses on Holy Marriage. 

From " Pastor in Parochid." 

Fcap. 8vo, id. 



Venturing Faith : 

A Story of Intercession for St. Andrew's Day. 
By a MISSIONEB. 

i8mo, id. 



Vestry Prayers with a Choir. 

From •* Pastor in Parochil" 

On Card, in Red and Black, id. 



I>>NDON : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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Miscellaneous. 



Words of Counsel Addressed to 

Confirmation Candidates on the Eve of Confirmation 
Day. By the Bishop of LICHFIEU). 

Fcap. 8vo, 3d, 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



Almanac of the Church in Foreign 

Parts, for the year of Our Lord 1878. 
This Almanac is intended to be useful to any persons or associations 
who are willing to remember in their prayers, on certain days pio- 
videntially marked out, either any country in which the Missionary 
work of the Church of England is carried on, or any Bishop by whom 
it is superintended, or the Society whose office is to provide in England 
for that work abroad. It contains, among other subjects, Mexnorable 
Davs and Events in the History of the Colonial Church, list of 
Colonial Bishops, Colonial Colleges, &c 

Printed in Red and Black, 6d, 



Day after Day. By a. t. o. 

Comprising Texts and Poetry for each Day of the Yeai; 
Square l6mo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



The Englishman's Brief on behalf 

OF His National Churck. 

Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 
«* SkOMy ^laiM^ wni ably ceecutoZ."— Church Tncn. 
'* Tkg wijeet i* tnaUd in a thoroughly popular ftylc"— Tn Book, 



Food: what to Buy, and How to Cook 

It: a Practical Guide to Housewives. Combining Comfort 
with Economy, and Good Fare at a small cost By Author of 
"Enquire Within," "The Practical Housewife," &c. &c. 

Fcap. 8vo, is. [Second EditUn. 



Rochester Diocesan Directory. 

With a Map of the Diocese. Published by Authority. 
Crown 8vo, leather back and paper sides, is. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings. 
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J^E PORTS. 



Sacrifice in the Eucharist: 

A Conversation. By the Bev. G. H. MOBEBLY. 
Crown 8vo, is. 



Scripture Readings. Selected Passages 

for Reading to the Sick. An Appendix to ^* Pastor in Parochid." 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, is. 6d. 



Shadows of Truth ; or, Thoughts and 

Allegories in Prose and Verse. By G. M. O. 

Fcap. 8vO| cloth boards, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

[ Tkird Edition, 

The Spectre of the Vatican ; or, The 

£ffort8 of Rome in England since the Reformation. 
Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 



REPORTS. 



Church Work amongst Sailors, in 

Sixty-fonr Home Parts. Report of the Lower House of the 
Convocation of Canterboiy. 

8vo, IS. 



The Relations of Church and State. 

A Full Report of the Committee of Convocation of Canterbury. 
Jnly 1879. 8vo, 4d. 



Report of the Church Congress 

HELD AT Brighton, 1874. 

8vo^ paper covers, 5s. 6d. ; doth boards, 6s. 6d. 



Report of the Church Congress 

HELD AT Plymouth, 1876. 

8vo, paper covers, 5s. 6d. ; cloth boards, 6s. 6d. 
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J^EPORTS. 

Report of the Church Congress 

HELD AT Stoke-on-Trent, 1875. 

8vo, paper covers^ 5s. 6d. ; cloth boards, 6s. 6(L 



Report of the Missionary Conference 

HELD AT London, 1875. 

Crown 8vo, paper, 2s. 6cl. ; doth, 3s. 



Report of the Missionary Conference 

held at Oxford, 1877. 

Crown 8vo, paper, 2s. 6cL ; cloth, 3s, 



Revision of the Rubrics. An Histo- 
rical Survey of all that has been done since the issue of the Ritual 
Commission in 1867. By Bishop HOW. 
Demy 8vo, is. 



The Sale of Advowsons and the 

Augmentation of Small Livings. Second Report of the 
Lower House of the Convocation of Canterbury. July 1879, 
8vo, 4d. • 



The Second Conference of Bonn. 

With a Summary of the Proceedings of the Conference. 
By the Bev. F. MEYBICK. 



8vo, 6d. 



Rubrics of the Book of Common 

Prayer. The Report of Convocation of Canterbury, as presented 
to Her Majesty the Queen, in obedience to Royal Letters of 
Business, on July 31, 1879. 

Folio, IS. 6d. 



London : W. Wells Gardner, Paternoster Buildings 
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Weekly, 
id. 



Honthly, 
8d. 



Volumes, 

38. & 58. 



FOURTEENTH YEAR OF ISSUE. 



CHATTERBOX. 

Published every Saturday^ price One Halfpenny^ 
And Monthly Part in a Wrapper, price 3d. 

n^HIS l^agaane for Youth has already obtained a very large circulation, and has 
-'■ proved its attractiveness to the class for ' which it was mainly conceived, by 
making its way into the windows of the small publication shops in the poorest neigh- 



bourhoods of our large towns. 

As it is known that Boys and Uirls are the cbief pun 
tvrei it is hoped that "Chatterbox" will do good by absorbing the halfpence which 



As it is known that Boys and Girls are the chief purchasers of vicious cheap litera- 



would otherwise be invested in unwholesome serials ; and, therefore, its promoters 
venture to request the Clergy, Sunday and Day School Teachers, District Visitors, 
and others, to introduce it to their booksellers, and to commend "Chatterbox" to 
children under their influence. 

The following Volumes of ** Chatterbox " are still to be had : — 

Price 3s. half cloth ; 5s. cloth gilt and gilt edges. 

Each Volume contains about 300 Pictures by leading Artists, including Sketches of 

Animals from Life by Harrison Weir and F. W. Kev^ 

CHATTERBOX for 1879 contains :— '* Mammon Worship : a Story 
of the Gold Country," "Paul Proudman," "Our Wild Birds," and other Stories, 
Poems, &C. 
Coloured Frontispiece, "The Finishing Touch." 

CHATTERBOX for 1878 contains :—" Cyril the Foundling" (the 

;Cao Prize Story\ "Honour Bright: or. The Four-leaved Shamrock," "Storiei 
about American Indians," '* Natural Scenes," and other StorieSf Poems, &c. 
Coloured Frontbpiecef "The Christmas Hamper." * 

CHATTERBOX for 1877 contains :—" Two Blackbirds" (the ;f50 
Prize Storyii " The Silver Flaeon " (the £^ Prize Story), ** The Serfs." Stories 
about American Indians, and other Stories. PoemSi &c. 
Coloured Frontispiece, "The Biter Bit." 

CHATTERBOX for 1876 contains :—" All's Well!" "Halt!" 
"The Two Old Friends," *'The Sisters," "An Emigration Story," and other 
Stories, Poems, &c. 
Coloured Frontispiece, " Too Hot ! " 

CHATTERBOX for 1875 contains:— "A Sailor's FamUy," "Clyst 

Barton," "Herdington Rectory," "Marcia's Home," "Tom's Opinion,* **The 
Changed Letter," and other Stories, Poems, &c 
Coloured Frontispiece, "The Slide." 

CHATTERBOX for 1874 contains :— "Amo and Stephen," "Changes 

and Chances," "Little Syd," "Our Balloon Trips," "The Railway Signalman,* 
** Flowers of the Months, and other Stories, Poems, Music, &c. 
Coloured Frontispiece, " Temptation." 

CHATTERBOX for 187s contains :—** The Union Jacks," "The 

Colporteur of the Pyrenees," "The Village Rivals," "Mercer and Son," "The 
Months of the Year" (by H. G. Adams), and other Stories, Poems, &c 
Coloured Frontispiece, "Pleasure and Pain." 

CHATTERBOX for 1872 contains :—** Haidy and Foolhardy" 
and " Larry's Luck," •* Roundwood," and " Ad^e^s Secret." Illustrated Papers on 
" Common Fruiu of the Earth," bv H. G. Adams, and other Stories, Poems, &c. 
Coloured Frontispiece, ** Bogie." 
" CuATTBRBOX IS One of the best children's books we have ween.'*~i-TJke Times, 
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Weeklyi 
Id. 



Monthlyi 
6d. 



Volumes, 
78. 6d. 



1 



NINTH YEAR OF ISSUE. 



* Ring out the false : Ring in the true." 



CHURCH BELLS. 

A WEEKLY PAPER FOR CHURCH-FOLK. 

WITH A PORTRAIT OR OTHER PICTURE IN EACH NUMBER. 

Published every Saturday^ price One Penny. 
Under the Direction of J. Erskine Clarke, M.A. 



The following have given their co-operation: — 



BISHOP OF LICHFIELD. 
BISHOP OF ROCHESTER. 
BISHOP OF BEDFORD. 
pRBSBNUARY CLARK, Tauutoo. 
Rev. EVAN DANIEL. 
Rev. H. T. ELLACOMBE. 
Rev. F. S. MAY. 



Rev. G. S. OUTRAM. 
Rev. W. H. RIDLEY. 
Rev. Sir L. T. STAMER, Bart., 

Stoke-on-Trent 
Rev. G. VENABLES, Great Yarmouth. 
Rev. L R. VERNON. 
Rev. W. ALLEN WHITWORTH. 



CONTENTS. 

" Th« Contmunion of the Church of England as it stands distinguished from 

allPafaland Puritan innovations, and as it adheres to the doctrine of 

th^Cross." — Bishop Ken's Will, a.d. 1710. 

Comments on passing events from the Churchman's point of view. 

Church News. — Condensed Reports of Synods, Conferences, Conse- 
crations, Festivals, Records of Preferments and Changes. 

Church Work. — Details of Plans in Home and Foreign Missions, 
Sunday Schools, Parochial Guilds, &c. 

Bells and Bell- Ringing. — A colunm under the direction of the Rev. 

H. T. Ellacombe. 
Correspondence. — Notes and Queries on Church matters. 
A Short Instruction on Church Principles, or on the Prayer-Book. 
A Brief «« Meditation," or Devotional Reading, 

Monthly Parts, price 6d., ar« also published, which are well suited to send to 
Chiuxhmen resident abroad. 

One Year's Subscription for a Single Copy, direct from the Office 6s. 6d. 

Six Months* ditto . . . . . . . 3s. 6d. 

Three Months^ ditto . . . . . • . zs. gd. 

Subscriptions to be paid in advance. 

Unless a remittance accompanies the letter, orders for "Chitrck '^kll%** cannot 
he executed It is farticularh requested thai Subscribers will write their name 
and address aspl«u$ify as possible ^ and not send the Postal Newspaper Wrappers, 

As the Proprietors are specially anxious to gain a wider circulation for "Chuscm 
Bblls " amongst the MideUe Classes, they insert Advertisements of Situations Vacant, 
and the lik^ at a very cheap rate. They should be sent to the Publiither. 
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IConthly, 
Id. 



VolumeSi 
18. 6d. 



THE CORAL MISSIONARY MAGAZINE. 

NEW SERIES, ILLUSTRATED. 

1876 Volume contains Contributions by the Bishop of Niger 
Territory, Bishop of Sierra Leone, Bishop of Moosonee, Revs. J. 
H. Bishop, W. Dening, N. Honiss, W. Hooper, T. A. Mackay, 
A. Menzies, W. Price, J. Sharp, A.L.O.E., &c., Ac 

1877 Volume contains Contributions by the Bishop of Moosonee, 
Archdeacon Kirby, Revs. R. Bateman, F. N. Alexander, R. R. 
Meadows, W. Moore, J. White, A.L.0.^., Mrs. Baker, Mrs. 
Elmslie, &c., &c 

1878 Volume contains Contributions by the Bishop of Moosonee, 
Archdeacon KiRBY, Revs. F. N. Alexander, W. Baker, N. Honiss, 
J. HuBER, J. A. Lamb, A. H. Lash, W. Moore, A. Peek, G. E, 
Moule, E. F. Wilson, A.L.O.E., &c., &c. 

1879 Volume contains Contributions by the Bishop of Moosonee, 
Archdeacon Kirby, Archdeacon Macdonald, Rev. F. N. Alexander, 
N. Honiss, W. Moore, T. R. Wade, Lady Barrow, Mrs. Hobbs, 
Miss Drobse, A.L.O.E., &c, &c 



Quarterly, 
l8. 6d. 



Volumes, 

58. 



THIRD YEAR OF ISSUE. 



THE FOREIGN CHURCH CHRONICLE 
AND REVIEW. 

In Necessariis Unitas : 
In Dubiis Libertas : 
In Omnibus Caritas. 

Vols. I. and II., doth boards, 53. 

A Copy of the Quarterly Foreign Chronicle and Review sent 
Post-free to aU parts of the World for 5x. 

''A valuable addition to the number of Church Quarterlies.'' — American 
Church Review, 

•* We could hardly indicate a better means of obtaining a trustworthy 
acquaintance with the state of religion on the Continent than this quar* 
teny. Evejy article is fair, scholarly, and well written."— Church Bells, 

London : W. WELLS GARDNER, 2 Paternoster Buildings 
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DARTON'S 

GIRL'S OWN ANNUAL. 

Price IS. Illustrated Cover ; 2s. extra cloth boards. 



CONTENTS OF VOLUME /. 



HiM Dotothy't ffiitake. Full-page Illus- 
tration by G. L. Seymour. 

Girls' Handiwork. 

•• AOoodTmn." 

Ily Carpet Work. Illustrntions. 

Isabel's Protector; or. The Prize Compe- 
tition. Full-page IliustTition by G. 
I* Seymour. 

irot his St^rle. 

The Nightingale. A Lesson of Content- 
ment. Full-page Illustration by W. 
A. Cranston. 

Lawn Tennis. 

Half-an-Hour with a Cookery Class. Con- 
tainine some Practical Recipes. 

When the Beapers Best A Poem. Illus- 
tration. 



The Broadmaaor Ohosts. 

Sunday Bells. A Poem. Full-page IIIt»- 
tration by E. W. Wagnbr. 

Mistaken Identity. Related by a Vic- 
tim. 

"Broken Bits of Baby Prayer." Full- 
page Illustration by H. J. A. Miles. 

Golden Silence. A Poem. 

The Story White Violets tell me. 

After Toil oomes Best A Poem. Full- 
paee Illustration by H. J. Rhodes. 

Aunt Jttditiia's Teapot 

Dawn. A Poem. 

Push On. A Parable for Young and 
Old. 

God Blesa our Land. Music by W. H. 

CUMMINGS. 



CONTENTS OF VOLUME //. 



Boma. Full-page Illustration by G. L. 

Seymour. 
The Biver and the Maiden. A Poem. 
Enick-knaoks for Bazaars. Illustrated. 
A Barling Bosebud. A Poem. With 

Illustration. 
Agnes Grey's Wedding. 
•'That State of Life." 
A Night on St Margaret's Island. FuM- 

page Illustration by W. A. Chan- 

STON. 

Fire or Water? 

Ewimming for Girls. Illustrated. 
The Streamlet A Poem. 
Bound the Book. 



The Betum of H.M.S. "Einydice." A 

Poem. 
Crests and their Stories. Illustrated. 
The Milk-maid'a Song. A Poem. FuU- 

page Illustration by W. A. Cranston. 
How ors. Graham entertained the Bishop. 

Full-page Illustration by Davidson 

Knowles. 
The Winds of March. A Poem. With 

Illustration by T. Pym. 
The Kew Carpet 
Bdelweis. A Poem. 
Ill News Travels Far. 
Old Bonald. A Poem. Full-page Illas- 

tration by H. J. A. Miles. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

Literary World. — " Is sure to be a favourite. The contents are varied, and is 
sufficiently practical to be of use, while fiction is well represented. The illustrations 
are good.^ 

Aunt Judy's Magazine. — *' It will certainly do good if girls will onlv accept this as 
their * very own,' in f>lace of some hurtful shilling's-worth that might be taken u^by 
them. The tone of it is well-principled and good. It contains a variety of contribu- 
tions, not stories alone, but short poems and papers on several kinds of employment for 
women. . . . The Annual includes both grave and gay." 

Cambridge Chronicle. — "A new venture, but at any rate it is a most fascinating 
Annual. . . . The stories are delightful, pure, and healthy, living pictures of good men 
and women. . . . The poetry is excellent." 

Scarborough Daily Post.—" It is a really good AnntiaL The tales are fresh and 
vigorous." 

Folkstone Express. — " Profusely illustrated, and the engravings are exceedingly 
good. The tales are all well written, amusing, and instructive." 

Devon Weekly Times. — " Many of the Annuals are illustrated, but none of them 
can compete in this respect with 'Barton's Annual' The tales are of far more than 
average merit.** 

London : W. WELLS GARDNER, 2 Paternoster Buildings. 
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Monthly, 
3d. 



Groups of Four Numbers, 
Is. 6d. 



Volumes, 
6s. 



GOOD STOEIES, 

SELECTED AND EDITED BY 

J. ERSKINE CLARKE, M.A. 

Illustrated, and in Ornamental Wrapper. Printed in a clear t3rpe and 
in a style chosen by a class of factory scholars, as being "easiest to read.** 
Each Story complete in itself. Price 3d. One Hundred and Eighty 
Numbers already issued, most of which are still in stock, though some of 
the earlier ones are out of print Each group of Four (Series vii. to xlv.), 
cloth, IS. 6d. ; or Volumes containing the Twelve Stories for the Year, 
cloth, richly gilt, 5s. each, for Prizes or Presents. 

GOOD STORIES USED AS TRACTS. 

Each Complete in Itself. 

With many Wood Engravings. The following Classification of some of 

these Stories may be useful to those who use them for 

Parochial Distribution. 

aOOD STORIES 

For Mechanics. Nos. 35, 43, 58, 79, 164. 

For Farm Labourers. Nos. 26, 31, 77. 

For Soldiers. Nos. 49, 68, 69, 125. 

For Sailors. Nos. 29, 98, 160. 

For Young Shopmen. Nos. 28, 38, 40, 54, 141, 

For Men Servants. Nos. 60, 79, 86, 118. 

For Young Women. Nos. 27, 33, 42, 44, 46, 48, 53, 59, 82, 90, 96^ 

99, 104, 148, 166. 
About Baptism. Nos. 64, 115, 142, 144. 
Against Marriage at a Registrar's Office. Nos. 63, 116. 
For Confirmation. Nos. 80, 158. 
Against Money-love. Nos. 70, 80, 86, 118, 162. 
Against Drunkenness. Nos. 26, 31, 33, 54, 81, 106, 126, 128, 150, 152, 
Against Dishonesty. Nos. 26, 40, 42, 48, 60, 70, 76, 86, 91, 117. 
Of Forgiveness. Nos. 28, 47, 63, 94, 138, 168. 
On the Burial of the Dead. No. 176. 

(V A New Sertis of Goon Stories, wifh Coloured Illustrations, will 
commence on January i. 

Vol. I. is now ready, extra doth bevelled boards, gilt edges, and medallion on side, 6s. 
Carefully Printed on Toned Paper, in a Coloured Wrapper, price 3d. Monthly. 

CHATTERBOX ALBUM OF ANIMALS. 

I'ngravings by F. W. Keyl, Harrison Weir, Percy Macquoid, &c 

London : W. WELLS GARDNER, 2 Paternoster Buildings. 
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Monthly, 
6d. 



Voliixnes, 
8s. 6d. 



MISSION LIFE; 

OR, 

HOME AND FOREIGN CHURCH WORK. 



CONTRIBUTORS. 



Bishop of Antigua. 
Bishop of Auckland. 
Bishop of Ballaarat. 
Bishop of Barbadoes. 
Bishop of Dunedin. 
Bishop of Guiana. 
Bishop of Honolulu. 
Bishop of Haiti. 
Bishop of Maritzburg. 
Bishop of Perth. 
Bishop of Rupertsland. 
Bishop of Pretoria. 
Bishop of Saskatchewan. 
Dean op Perth. 
Archdeacon of Vancouver. 



Archdeacon of CoLoifso. 

Canon Churton. 

Canon G. H. Wilkinson 

Canon Ware. 

Hon. and Rev. W. H. Lyttelton. 

Rev. S. J. Stone. 

Lady Frederick Cavendish. 

Lady Stuart Hogg. 

Hon. Mrs. J. G. Talbot. 

Earl Nelson. 

Sir RoBT. Hamilton. 

Sir Bartle Frere. 

Sir Charles Nicolson. 

&c &C. &C. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

*• We cannot too cordially commend it. It is the most trustworthy 
and interesting of our Missionary Magazines." — Standard, 

"Very interesting. Vastly different in every way from the dreary 
missionary records in which the wearied * Sunday readers * of thirty years 
ago sought refuge. Happy the new generation, as far as Sunday is con- 
cerned. ** — Spectator, 

**A well-edited repository of news from every part of the Mission 
Field.** — Nonconformist, 

"Gives interesting information about missionary doings of a sort 
which we rarely see eUewhere.'* — Record, 

"You cannot open it an3rwhere without seeing that in style and 
interest it may fairly compete with any of the magazines. Its goodly row 
of volumes make up a missionary library, whidi for extent of subject, 
breadth of view, cultivation of style, and general attractiveness, far exceeds 
anything that has been attempted in this line before."— Guardian. 

** A Publication which deserves to be better known. It breathes a 
broader and more liberal spirit than is often apparent in professedly 
religious magazines.'* — Graphic, 



London ; W. WELLS GARDNER, 2 Paternoster Buildings. 
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Volumes, 
Is. 6d. & 28. 



TWENTY-SECOND YEAR OF ISSUE. 



THE PARISH MAGAZINE. 

One Penny Monthly, with Illustrations, 
EDITED BY THE REV. J. ERSKINE CLARKE, M.A. 



Amongst those who have kindly contributed are : — 



Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Archbishop of York. 
Bishop of London. 
Bishop of Winchester. 
Bishop of St. Alban's. 
Bishop of Peterborough. 
Bishop of Hereford. 
Bishop of Bath and Wells. 
Bishop of Lincoln. 
Bishop of Carlisle. 
15ISH0P OF Lichfield. 
Bishop of St. David's. 
Bishop of Montreal. 
Bishop of Calcutta. 



Bishop of Moosonee. 
Bishop Suffragan of Not- 
tingham. 
Bishop Abraham. 
Bishop Hobhouse. 
Bishop How. 
Dean of Chester. 
Dean of Lichfield. 
Dean of York. 
Archdeacon Allen. 
Archdeacon Fearon, 
Canon Barry. 
Canon Curteis. 



VOLS. I. to XXI. as. each, cloth; is. 6d. limp. 

Most popular in School Libraries for Frizesi and for lending to sick folk. 



The peculiar feature of this Magazine is that the inside sheets can be 
obtained at Wholesale Prices from the Publisheif, and any Clergyman 
can have a cover provided by his local printer, and can call the Magazine 
by the name of his own Parish or Deanery, and print on the Cover 
matters of local interest, e,g, : — 



Hours of Service. 

Lectures or Missionary Meetings. 

A Monthly Calendar. 

Address or Extracts from Sermons. 

Sutements of Accounts of Clothing Clubs, 

Schools, Societies, &c. 
Hours and Regulations of Schools. 
Fairs, Markets, Hirings, Carriers, &a 



Register for Servants. 
Additions to Parish Library. 
Notices of Parish Worthies. 
Parish Officers and Table of Fees. 
Notes of Parish or Local History. 
Texts and Subjects of Sermons. 
Train or Steamboat Notices. 
Parish Births, Deaths, and Marriages. 



To guide those who wish to make a trial of the Magazine in this form^ 
the Editor has compiled, from twenty years' experience of it in his own 
and other Parishes, a pamphlet, entitled 

"HINTS ON LOCALISING THE PARISH MAGAZINE," 

which he will be glad to send free to any one on application to him at the 
Vicaraee, Battersea, London, with some specimens of local covers, as 
issued m town and country districts. 
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THE PEIZE, 

. . . FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 

O^TE PENNY MONTHLY, ILLUSTRATED. 
EDITED BY THE REV. J. ERSKINE CLARKE, M.A. 



" A well-illustrated monthly serial of such literature as is calculated to please and 
benefit the younger boys and girls of our Sunday-schools. ' The Children's Prize ' is a 
meritorious and useful publication. For its special purpose — ^the reward and encourage- 
ment of industry and intelligence in the classes of sclu>ob for poor children— do better 
work lies upon our Ublc." — Th* Athencmm, 



After Fifteen Years of popularity with one generation of youngsters, 
7%e Prize has been enlarged and improved, and it is hoped will retain iis 
thousands of old friends, and enlist thousands of new ones. 

Each Number, price One Penny per Month, consists of Sixteen Pages, 
with from Eight to Ten Beautiful Engravings. 

EACH VOLUME CONTAINS ABOUT 100 ENGRAVINOS. 

The Volume for X879 contains a Series of Pictures and Lecturettes on 

the Gentile Rulers of Scripture. With Coloured Frontispiece) &c. 
The Volume fof 1878 is now ready, and contains Stories, Pictures, 

and Poetry, with a Coloured Frontispiece, "Waiting for the Word.** 
The Volume for 1877 contains Stories, Pictures, and Poetry. With 

a Coloured Frontispiece, "The Anxious Mother." 
The Volume for 1876 contains Stories, Pictures, and Poetry. With 

a Coloured Frontispiece, "The Tea-Party. •* 
The Volume for 1875 contains Stories, Pictures, and Poetry. With 

a Coloured Frontispiece, "The Story-Teller.** 
The Volume for 1874 contains Numerous Stories, Poems, and Music 

With a Coloured Frontispiece, "Baby's Ride.** 
The Volume for 1873 contains a Series of Pictures and Lecturettes 

on the Sea Scenes of the Bible. With a Coloured Frontispiece, "Pccp-bo l** 
The Volume for 187a contains a Series of Pictures on the Proverbs, 

With a Coloured Frontispiece, " Baby's Swing." 
The Volume for 1871 contains a Series of Pictures and Lecturettes on 

the Damseb of the Bible. With a Coloured Frontispiece, " Blowing Bubbles.** 
The Volume for 1870 contams a Series of Pictures and Lecturettes 

on the Life of David. With a Coloured Frontispiece, " Our Baby.* 
The Volume for 1869 contains a Series of Pictures and Lecturettes on 

the Early Days of David. With a Coloured Frontispiece, "A Puzzle for Granny.** 
The Volume for z868 contains a Series of Pictures and Lecturettes 

on the Mothers of the Bible. With a Coloured Frontispiece, " I'm Grandfathar." 
The Volume for 1867 contains a Series of Pictures and Lecturettes on 

the Life of St Peter. With a Coloured Frontispiece, "I'm Grandmother." 
The price of the Volumes is zs. ad. each, Pictorial Wrapper; xs. 6d. stiffened paper; 
«s. cloth ; as. 6d. full gilt. 

The Sixteen Volumes already issued form a very attractive ^^ which wiU be appre* 
ciated by children of from six to ten years of age, and fonn in themselves a compMM 
library lor the Nursery Book-case. 

London : W. WELLS GARDNER, 2 Paternoster Buildings. 
46 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Weekly, 
id. 




Monthly, 
3d. 




Volumes, 
38. & 5s. 


EIGHTH 


YEAR OF ISSUE. 



SUNDAY. 

Published Weekly, price One Halfpenny; Monthly ^ in Coloured 
Wrapper, price jd. 



The Proprietors of Sunday desire to draw the attention of Clergymen, 
Sunday-scliool Superintendents and Teachers, and Parish Workers to 
their Magazine, now in its Eighth Year of Issue. 

SUNDAY provides attractive and healthful reading for the young in 
every sphere of life : its pages are full of instruction and occupation for 
leisure hours of children on Sundays, and the papers and stories are all 
written with the purpose of helping children to look forward to Sunday as 
the ^happiest day in the week. The illustrations and reading are within 
the*reach of the humblest capacity. 

The Weekly Issue is largely used in Sunday-schools, and is Published 
>n Thursday in each week. 

EACH VOLUME CONTAINS ABOUT 200 ILLUSTRATIONS, 

By L. G. SEYMOUR, H. J. A. MILES, and other Artists. 



The followmg Volumes of " Sunday " are still in print : — 

The Volume of SUNDAY for 1879 contains "Pan's Cave: A 
Tale of the Third Century/ "Our Dumb Teachers," "Through Many Waters: a 
Temperance Story," "The Months Illustrated," "After Marshall," Sunday Songs 
and Lyrics set to Music by W. H. Cummings, " Kate Rayburn," &c., &c 

The Volume of SUNDAY for 1878 contains "True under Trial," 
Sunday Songs and Lyrics set to Music by W. H. Cummings, "The Parables with 
Outline Illustrations," "Bible Plants," Prize Questions, &Cm &c. With Coloured 
Frontispiece^ " A Story of Old Chelsea." 

The Volume of SUNDAY for 1877 contains "Roses and Thorns," 
"Twice Saved," "The Floatine Bottle," Music, Poetry, "The Miracles wiih 
Outline Illustrations," &c., &c With Coloured Frontispiece, "Getting Ready." 

The Volume of SUNDAY for 1876 contains "The Old Ship; or. 
Better than Sirength," "Faith's Home," "A Noble Theft," "Pictures from the 
Parables," Music, Poetry, &c., &c. Wiih Coloured Frontispiece, "Sunday 
Evening." 

The Volunie of SUNDAY for 1875 contains "Michael the Miner," 
" Master Eberhard's Two Sons," Music, Poetry, Texts in Floral Borders, " The 
Little Rebel," &c. With Coloured Frontispiece, "The Story-Teller." 

"No periodical more calculated to promote their spiritual and moral welfare could be 
placed before little boys and girls. The work of the teacher would be materially 
lightened were >>uch an excellent publication more universally put into the hands o> 
little ones at a time when they are most easily imprcssea. Its pages are mosc 
attractively illmtrated."->S'ibr^^ /*<»/. 

" One of the most useful attempts to provide Sunday reading for the young."— 7<^/(^^ 
SmU, 

London : W. WELLS GARDNER, 2 Paternoster Buildings. 
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